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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, 
Lord Chamberlain. of His Majeſty's Houſhold, and Knight 
of the Moft Noble Order of the Garter, &c. | 


MY LORD, 1 ; 
Young Poet is liable to the ſame Vanity and Indiſcre- 
A tion with a Young Lover; and the Great Man that 
{miles upon one, and the Fine Woman that looks 
kindly upon rother, are each of em in Danger of having 
the Favour publith'd with the firſt Opportunity. 3 
But there may be a different Motive, vhich will a little 
diſtinguiſh the Offenders. For tho one ſhould have a Vani- 
ty in ruining another's Reputation, yet the other may only 
have an Ambition to advance his own. And I beg leave, 
my Lord, that I may plead the latter, both as the Cauſe 
and Excuſe of this Dedication. ot | 
Whoever is King, is allo the Father of his Country; and 
as no Body can diſpute Your Lordſhip's Monarchy in Poetry; 
ſo all that are concern'd, ought to acknowledge Your Uni- 
verſal Patronage: And it is only preſuming on the Privilege 
of a Loyal Subject, that I have ventur'd to make this my 
Addreſs of Thanks to your Lordſhip, which at the {fame 
time includes a Prayer for Your Protection. . 
am not Ignorant of the Common Form of Poetical 
Dedications, which are generally made up of Panegyricks, 
where the Authors endeavour to diſtinguiſh their Patrons, 
by the ſhining Characters they give them above other Men. 
Bur that, my Lord, is not my Buſineſs at this time, nor is 
Your Lordſhip now to be diſtinguiſh'd. I am contented 
3} „ with 
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The Dedication. 


with the Honour 1 do my. ſelf in this Epiſtle, kbar the 


Vanity of attempting to add to, or explain Your Lordthip's 
Character. "4:28 bi 
I confeſs it is not without ſome ſtruggling, that I behave 


my ſelf in this Cale as I ought: For it is very hard to be 
pleaſed with a Subject, and yet forbear it. But I chuſe ra- 


ther to follow Pliny's Precept, than his Example, when in 
his Panegyrick to the Emperor Trajan, he fays, 
Nec minus: conſiderabo quid aures ej us pati 
poſſint, Mam quid virtutibus debeatur. 

I hope I may be excus d the Pedantry of a Quotation, 
when it is ſo juſtly apply d. Here are ſome Lines in the 
Print, (and which Your Lordſhip read before this Play was 
Acted) that were omitted on the Stage; and particularly 
one whole Scene in the Third Act, which not only helps 
the Deſign forward with leſs Precipitation, bur alſo heightens 
the ridiculous Character of Foreſight, which indeed ſeems to 
be maim'd without ir. But I found my ſelf in great Danger 
of a long Play, and was glad to help it where I could. Tho' 


notwith{.anding my Care, and the kind Reception it had 


from the Town, I could heartily with it yer ſhorter : But 
the Number of different Characters repreſented in it, would 
have been roo much crowded in leſs room. 

This Reflection on Prolixity, (a Fault for which ſcarce 


any one Beauty will attone) warns me not to be tedi- 


ous now, and detain Your Lordſhip any longer with the 


Trifles of, 


Tour Lordſhip's moſt Obedient, 


and moſt Humble Servant, 


Willam Congreve. 
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The Opening of the New 2 propos d to be 


ſpoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle in Man's Cloaths. 
Sent from an unknown Hand. 


1 which ewery where bears mighty Sway, 

Brings me to Att the Orator to Day: © 

But Women, you will ſay, are ill at Speeches, 

"Tis true, and therefore I appear in Breeches : 

Not for Example to you City-Wives, 

That by Preſcription's ſettled for your Lives. 

Was it for Gain the Husband firſt conſented ? | 

O yes, their Gains are mightily augmented : Making Horns 

And yet, methinks, it muſt have coſt ſome Strife : dur OP 

A Paſſive Husband, and an Active Wife ! 

Tis aukward, very aukward, by my Life. 

But to my Speech. Aſſemblies of all Nations 8 

Still are ſuppos'd to open with Orations : © 

Mine foall begin, to ſhew our Obligations. 

To you, our Benefattors, lowly Bowing, 

Whoſe Favours have prevented our Undoing 

A long Egyptian Bondage we endur d, 

Till Freedom, by your Fuftice, we procur d: | 

Our Taskmaſters were grown ſuch very Jews, 7 

We muſt at length have Play d in Wooden Shoos, 0 

Had not your Bounty taught us to refuſe. —_— 
Free- 


Freedom's of Engliſh Growth, I think, alone; 
What for loſt Engliſh Freedom can attone? 
A Free-born Player loaths to be compelld; 
Dur Rulers Tyranniz'd, and We Rebell d. 
Freedom! the Wiſe Man's Wiſh, the Poor Man's Wealth ; 
Which. you, and B and moſt of us enjoy by Stealth; 
The Soul of Pleaſure, and the Sweet 4 Life, 
The Woman's Charter, Wi dow, Maid or Wife, 5 8 
This they'd have cancell d, and thence grew the Strife. 
But you, perhaps, wwou'd have me here confeſs 
How we obtain'd the Favour ; Can't you gueſs ? 
Why then I'll tell you, (for I hate a Lie) 
By Brib'ry, errant Brio ry, let me die: 
1 was their Agent, but b y Jove I fwear 
No honourable Member bal a ſhare, 
Tho young and able Members bid me Fair: 
I choſe a wiſer way to make you willing, 
Which has not coſt the Houſe a ſingle Shilling; 
Now you. ſuſpect at leaſt I went a Billing. 
| Tor: fee I'm Young, and to that Air of Youth, 
Some will add Beauty, and a little Truth; 
Theſe pow'rful Charms, improv d by pow 2 Arts, 
1 Prone d to captivate your op ning Hearts. 
l Thus furniſo d, I preferr'd my poor Petition, 
And brib'd ye to commiſerate our. Condition: 
I laugh'd, and figh'd, and ſung, and leer d upon ye, 
With roguiſh loving Looks, and that way won Fl : 
The Toung Men kiſsd me, and the Old I kiſs d, 
And luringly I led them as ] lift. 
Ihe Ladies in meer Pity took our Parts, 
Pitys the Darling Paſſion of their Hearts. 
Thus Bribing, or thus Brib'd, fear no Diſgraces; 
For thus you may take Bribes, and keep ”m Places. 
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By Mr. Betterton. 


HE Husbandman in vain renews his Toil, 
To cultivate each Tear a hungry Soil; 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 
A hen what ſhou'd feed the Tree, devours the Noot: 
TH unlanden Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. 
So the poor Husband's of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours loſt upon th' ungrateful Ground, 
This laſt and only Remedy have prov'd; 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov' d. 
Mell may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid, 
And plant a Soil which you ſo rich have made. 
As Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 
So from your Bounty we receive this Stage; 
The Freedom Man was born to youve reſtor dl, 
And to our World ſuch Plenty you afford, | 
It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own Accord. 
But ſince in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave way, © 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray ; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 
in our larger Family we grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, would gratefully repay | 
Whit onr Endeavours can, and bring this Day, 
The Für fruit Offering of a Virgin Play. 
We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſte, 
And tho' of homely Fare we make the Feaſt, 
Tet you will find Variety at leaſt. 
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There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got; 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 
We've ſomething too to gratifie ill Nature, 
(If there be any here) and that is Satire, 1 
Tu Satire ſcarce dures Erin, tis grown fo mild ; 
| Or only ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmibd. | 
| As Aſſes Thiſtles, Poets mumble Wi it ; 
And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 
Dye hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Fools, 
And are afraid to uſe their own Edge-Tools. © 
Since the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Man.. Rage, | 
Not one has dar'd to laſh this = Fin "Aer 
This time, the Poet owns the bold E To Th 
Tet hopes there's no ill Manners in his Play. 
And he declares by me, he has defign'd _ 
Afﬀront to none, but frankly Heals his Mind. 
And ſbou d th enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 5 
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He offers but this one Excuſe, Tas writ 
Before your late Encouragement of Mit. 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe. By Mrs. Bracegirdle 


URE Providence, at firſt, deſgn d this Place 
To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs; _ ALES Y 
For ſtill in every Storm they all run hither, q 
As to a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather. 
But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 
Ii's like what I have heard our Poets tell. us: 
For when behind our Scenes their Suits are pleading, - 
To help their Love, ſometimes they ſhow their Reading ; 
And wanting ready Cafh to pay for Hearts, | 
They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 
Once of Philoſophers they. told us Stories,. 
Whom, as I think, they call d Py———Pythagories, 
I'm ſure *tis ſome ſuch Latin Name they give em, 
And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe Men (ſay they) ſuch Souls were given, © 
That after Death ne er went to Hell nor Heaven, 
But liv d, I know not how, in Beaſts; and then, 
When many Tears were paſt, in Men Again. 
Methinks, we Players reſemble ſuch à Soul, 
That does "ae Bodies, we from Houſes ſtroll. 
Thus Ariſtotle's Saul, of old that asm, 
May now be damm d to animate an Aſi; © 
Or in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 
1s doing painful Pennance in ſome Beau : 5 
And this our Audience, which did once reſort 
To ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 
Now find us toſs'd into a Tennis-Court. | 
Theſe Walls but F other Day were fill d with Noiſe 
Of roaring Gameſters, and your Damme Boys: 
Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſs d, 
And now they're fill d with Feſts, and Flights, and Bombaſt! _ 
I wow, I don't much like this Tranſmigration, 
Strolling from Place to Place, by Circulation. 
Grant, Heaven, we don't return to our firſt Station. 
J know not what theſe think, but for my Part, 
I cant reflect without an aking Heart, 
How we ſhould end in our Original, a Cart. 
But we can't fear, ſince youre ſo good to ſave us, 
That you have only ſet us up to leave ns. 


Thus from the paſt, we hope for future Grace, 


bes it - 2 
ah ſome here know 1 have a begging Face. 
Then pray continue this your lind Behaviour, | 

For a clear Stage won't do, without your Favour. 
ASSAY} 4% SUS ili Fi. C 
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By 


Sir Sampſon Legend, Father to Valentine and Ben. Mr. Underhill 


Fa alentine, 


Scandal, 
T attle, 


Ben. 


— 


Foreſight, 


Jeremy, 
T ra 4 and. 5 
Buc kr ans 5. 


WOMEN. 
X * 


Fallen under his Father's Diſ- 
pleaſure by his expenſive 
way of living, in love dn Betterton. 
Angelica. 

His Friend, a Free Speaker. Mr. Smith. 

A half. witted Beau, vain of 


his Amours, yet valuing e Mr. Bowman. 
himſelf for Secreſie. | 


Sir Fampſon's Younger Son, 


half home-bred, and half 
Sca-bred, deſign'd to mar- d Dogget. 
ry Miſs Prue. ; 


 Anilliterare Old Fellow, pee- 


vith and 3 ſuperſtiti- 
ous, and pretending to un- 
derſtand Aſtrology, Palmi- Mr. Sanford. 
ſtry, Phiſiognomy, Omens,, 
Dreams, Cc. Uncle to * | 


gelica. 
Servant to Valnitine. "Mr. Bowen. 
A Scriyener. Mr. Triffufts. 
A RO" Mr. Freeman. 
* By 


Niece to 1 ha ny of: a con- | 
ſiderable Fortune in FAROE 
own Hands. 


* Eater . Wife — 75 — ght. Mrs. Bowman. 
Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Foreſight, a Wo- 

| man of the Town v its Barry. 
Mails Prue, Daughter to Foreſight by a 
8 former Wife, a Au. auk: Mrs. Alis. 
| ward, Country r 
Nurſe to Miss. „D dN Mrs. Leigh. 
Jenny, Maid to Angelica. Mrs. Lawſon. 


A Steward, Officers, S atlers,. and ſeyeral Servants. 
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WW * SCENE is 


Valentine in his Chamber Reading. Jeremy Waiting. | 


9. eueral Books pon the T, able. 


Val. rem. 
[| Fere. Sir. 
Hal. Here, take way; PlI valka Tum, and digeſt what 
I have read. | | 
Fere. Yowll grow Deviliſh Fat upon this Paper-Diet. | | 
[ Aſide, and taking away the Dank 
Val. And d'ye here, go you to Breakfaſt There's a Page 
doubled down in Epictetus, that is a Feaſt for an Emperor. 
Fere. Was Epictetus a real Cook, or did he only write Receipts? b 
Val. Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetite; learn to live up- 
on Inſtruction; feaſt your Mind, and mortifie your Fleſh; read, and 
take your Nouriſhment in at your Eyes; ſhut up your Mouth, and 
chew the Cud of Underſtanding. - So Epictetus adviſe. 
Fere. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when] 3 a 
Gentleman at Cambriage: Pray what was that Epictetus? 
Val. A very rich Man. Not worth a Groat. 
Fere. Humph, and fo he has made a Wh. fine ed where chere 
is nothing to be eaten. 


Fal. Yes. 8 1; ic 
Fere. Sir, you're a Genticdzan, 200 brobably under and chis fine 


F ceding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at Board-Wages. Does 
your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, or any of theſe poor, rich Rogues, 
teach you how to pay your Debts without Mony? Will they ſhut up 
the Mouths of your Creditors? Will Plato be Bail for you! Or Dio 
gener, becauſe he underftands Confinements, and liv d in a Tub, 

to Priſon for you? *Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to mew your bt. 
up here with three or four Ole IT + in Commendation of 


Starying and Fovetty. in 1e 19} n £ oadgod edt d ins 
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Chocolate-Houſe Lampoon, | 


8 [| 27 It | 
Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no Mony, you know it; and there 
fore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in that I but follow the 


Examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt Men in all Ages; theſe Poets 
and Philoſophers whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another 


Reaſon; becauſe they abound in Senſe, and you are a Fool. 


Fere. Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, Heav'n help me, 
I'm poor enough to be a Wit But Iwas always a Fool, when I 
told you what your Expences would bring you to; your Coaches and 
your Liveries; your Treats and your Balls; your being in Love with 
a Lady, that did not care a Farthing for you in your Proſperity; and 
keeping Company with Wits, that car'd for nothing but your Proſpe- 
rity; and now when you are poor, hate you as much as they do 
one another. e ANY 4 | 

al. Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportunity to be re- 
veng'd on em all; . I'll purſue Angelica with more Love than ever, and 
appear more notorioutly her Admirer in this Reſtraint, than when I 
openly rival'd the rich Fops that made Court to her; ſoſhall my Po- 
verty bea Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps make her compaſſi- 
onate the Love, which has principally reduc'd me to this Low neſs of 


Fortune. And for the Wits, Pm ſure Pm in a Condition to be e- 


yen with them Ade 
Fere. Nay, your Condition is pretty cven with theirs, that's the 


Fochon tl! 


Val. Fil take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands. 
Fere. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon Paper; you 
don't nean to Write! mob Pin | 

Val. Yes, I do; Fil write a Play. | = 

Jere. Hem! - Sr, if you pleats to give me a ſmall Certificate of 

three Lines only to certifie thoſe whom it may concern, That the 
Bearer hereof, Feremy Fetch by Name, has for the ſpace of ſeven Years 
truly and faithfuly ſerv*d Valentine Legend, Eſqʒ and that he is not 
now turn'd away for any Miſdemeanour, but does voluntarily diſmiſs 
his Maſter from any future Authority over him. $57 I 

Lal. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill. 

Fere. Sir, it's impoſſible I may die with you, ſtarve with you, 
or be damn d with your Works: But to live even three Days, the Life 
of a Play, Ino more expect it, than to be Cannoniz'd for a Muſe after 


- 


my Deceaſee. | 


Vl Fouate witty, you Rogue, Iſhall want your help; I'll have 


you learn to make Couplets, to tag the Ends of Acts; d'ye hear, get the 


Maids to Crambo in an Evening, and learn the knack of rhiming, you 


may arrive at the height of a Song, ſent by an unknown Hand, or a 


E SE 


Fere. But Sit, is this the way to recover your Father's Fayou?? - 
Why Sir Sampſon will be irreconcilable. - If your younger Brother 
ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd never look upon you again. You're un- 
done, Sir; you're ruinꝰd; you won't have a Friend left in the World, 
if you turn Poet Ah Pox confound that #7//'s Coffee -Houſe, it has 
ruin'd more Young Men than the Royal. Oał Lottery Nothing 
thrives that belongs to't. The Man of the Houſe would have been an 
Alderman by this time with half the Trade, if he had fer up in the 
City For my part, I never ſit at the Door, that I don't get dou- 
ble the Stomach that I do at a Horſe-Race. The Air upon Banſtead- 
Downs is nothing to it for a hetter; yet I never ſee it, but the Spirit of 
Faminc appears to me, ſometimes like a decay d Porter, worn out with 
Pimping, and carrying Billet- aouæx and Songs; not like other Porters 
for Hire, but for the Jeſt's ſake. Now like a thin Chair- man, melted 
_ downto half his Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon Tick to viſit 

ſomegreat Fortune; and his Fare to be paid him like the Wages of 
Sin, either at the Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death. * 
Hal. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 8 8 
Zere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſcller, with a meagre terri- 


fy'd Countenance, that looks as if he had written for himſelf, or 


were reſolv d to turn Author, and bring the reſt of his Brethren into 
the ſame Condition. And laſtly, in the Form of a worn-outPunk, with 
Verſes in her Hand, which her Vanity had preferr'd to Settlements, 
without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one of the 
Muſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her Linnen to the Paper-Mill, to 
be converted into Folio Books, of Warning to all young Maids 
not to prefer Poetry to good Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a 
needy Wit, before the Embraces of a wealthy Fool. _ 
| Enter Scandal. 
Scan. What, Feremy holding forth ? #40 
Val. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſter up) been 
declaiming againſt Wit. _ | | 
Scan. Ay? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has Wit: For where- 
ever it is, it's always contriving its own Ruin. | 3 
Fere. Why ſol have been telſing my Maſter, Sir: Mr. Scandal, for 
Heaven's ſake, Sir, try if you can diſſuade him from turning Poet. 
 dJIrcan. Poet! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather depend upon the 
outſide of his Head than the Lining. Why, what the Devil has not 
your Poverty made you Enemies enough? Muſt you needs ſhew 
your Wit to get more? $504 ene N 
Fere. Ay, more indeed; for who cares for any Body that has 


more Wit than himſelf? 


2 


Scan. 


— 
% 


0 Fran. Jeremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee how worthleſs 
il great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty Man of ſmall For- 
func? Why, helookslikea W rit of Enquiry into their Titles and E- 

ſtates, and ſeems Commiſſion'd by Heav'n to ſeize the better half. 

Val. Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and be reveng'd. 
Scan. Rail? At whom? the whole World? Impotent and Vain! 
| Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Country where the Religion is 
N Folly? You may ſtand at Bay for a while; but when the full Cry is a- 
my gainſt you, you won't have fair Play for your Life. If you can't be 


= 


fairly run s by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by 
the Huntſmen——No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Quack, Lawyer, Par- 
ſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to an Old Woman, a- 
ny thing but Poct; a Modern Poet is worſe, more ſervile, timo- 
-rous and fawning, than any I have nam d: Without you could re- 
trieve the Ancient Honours of the Name, recal the Stage of Athens, 
and be allow*'d the force of open honeſt Satire. | 
Hal. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if your Chara- 
Ceer had been lately expos'd upon the _ ——Nay, I am not yio- 
F | lently bent upon the Trade [ One knocks. | Jeremy, ſee who's 
there. n But tell me what you would have me do? 
W hat do the World ſay of me, and my forc'd Confinement? 
Scan. The World behaves it {elf as it uſed to do on ſuch Occaſions, 
ſome pity you, and condemn your Father; others excuſe him, and 
| blame you; only the Ladies are merciful, and with you well, ſince 
| Love and pleaſurable Expence have been your greateſt Faults. 
Enter Jeremy. | 


— * = 
- 
Ry *=- # 
— 
* * - 
—_ * — — 


8 Tal. How now? | 
Wi - Fere. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half a Dozen 
1 Duns, with as much Dexterity as a hungry Judge do's Cauſes at 
Wit Dinner-time. | | | | 
== Val. What Anſwer have you given 'em? 
1 Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. | 
50 Fere. No, Faith Sir; J have put 'em off fo long with Patience 
| 1 and Forbearance, and other fair Words, that I was forc'd now to 
3 tell *em in plain downright Eng li. 
* Val. What? f 
Wil: * Fere. That they ſhould be paid. 
| Hal. When? ; 
_ Fere. To Morrow. | 0 | 
| Fal. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your Word? . 
| Fere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very much ſtretch'd, that 
I reckon it will break of courſe by to Morrow, and no Body be = 
| | | e Prize” 


 priz'd at the Matter bebe RO ain! Sir, if you don't „ 

like my Negotiation, will you be pleas'd toa wer theie yourſelf. | 
Val. Sec who they are, [Exit Jere. 
By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; Secretaries 

of State, Preſidents of the Council, and Generals of an Army lead 
juſt ſuch a Life as I do; have juſt ' ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a 
Morning, all ſolliciting of paſt Promiſes; which are but a civiller 
ſort of Duns, that lay claim to voluntary Debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true gteat Man, having engaged their Alt. 
tendance, and promis'd more than ever you intend to perform, are 
more perplex'd to find Evaſions, than you would be to invent the ho- 
neſt Means of keepingyour Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your Friends, and do not provoke 
your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue, will one Day bring a 

Confinement on your Body, my Friend. 
Re-enter Jeremy. | 
ere. O Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with two ſuſpicious © 
Fellows, like law ful Pads, that would knock a Man down with. 
Pocket- Tipſtaves And there's your Father's Steward, and the 
Nurſe with one of your Children from Tuitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to fling my Sins 
in my Face? Here, give her this [Gves Mony.] and bid her trou- - 
ble me no more; a thoughtleſs two-handed Whore, ſhe knows my 
Condition well enough, and might have oyer-laid the Child a Fort- 
night ago, if ſhe had had any Forc-caft in ger. 

Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, and my God- ſon? 

Fere.. Yes, Sir. | 

Scan, My Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token of my Love: : 
[Gives Mony.] And d'ye hear, bid Margery put more Flocks in 

her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, and not work ſo hard, that ſhe may 
not ſmell ſo vigorouſly. I ſhall take the Air ſhortly. 
Val. Scandal, don ſpoil my Boy's Milk: Bid rapland come 


in. If I can Sire that Cerberus a Sop, I ſhall be at reſt for one day. 
[Exit Jeremy. 


Enter Trapland and Jeremy. 
O Mr. Trapland i. my old Friend! Welcome. Feremy, a Chair 
quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt——fly——a Chair firſt. 
Trap. A good Morning to you Mr. Falentine, and to you Mr. & candal. 
Sean. The Morning's a very good Morning, if you don't ſpoil it. 
Lal. Come fit you down, you know his way. 
Trap. ſits. There is a Debt, Mr. Hate 1500. of pretty. 


Pal.” 


long ſanding ——— 
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I T know whereabouts you are; come, to the Widow 


1 2 — — * 
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Val. I cannot talk about Buſineſs with a thirſty Palafe.----Sirrah 
the Sack. ORIG r . 
Trap. And ] deſire to know what Courſe you have taken for the 


1 


Payment? ö 


Val. Faith and Troth, J am heartily glad to ſee you, — my Ser- 
vice to you fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trapland; fuller. | 
Trap. Hold, Swect-hearr.——This is not to our Buſineſs: my 
Service to you, Mr. Scandal---|Drinks.---T have forborn as long 

Hal. Tother Glaſs, and then we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy. | 

Trap. No more, in truth. I have forborn, I ſay 

Hal. Sirrah, fill when I bid you. And how docs your hand- 
ſom Daughter? Come, a good Husband to her. [ Drinks. 

Trap. Thank you Al have been out of this Mon 

Lal. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink? | They Drink. 

Trap. And in ſhort I can be put oft no longer. 

Hal. I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply: It did me ſig- 
nal Service in my Neceſlity. Bur you delight in doing good 
Scandal, Drink to me, my Friend Trapland's Health. An honeſter 
Man lives not, nor one more ready to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs, 
tho” I fay it to his Face. Come, fill each Man his Glaſs. 
Scan. What! I know Trapland has been a Whoremaſter, and 
loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a Whoremaſter, that was 
not an honeſt Fellow. 

Trap. Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew | 

Scan. What don't I know? il know the Buxom black Widow 
the Poultry 800 J. a Year Joynture, and 200004. in Mony. 
A hah! Old Trap. | | 

Hal. Say you ſo, I faith? Come, we'll remember the Widow: 


Trap. No more indeed, . 

Val. What, the Widow's Health; give it him off with it: 
— | | [They drink. 

A lovely Girl, I' faith, black ſparkling Eyes, foft pouting Ruby- 
Lips! better ſealing there, than a Bond for a Million; hah! 
Trap. No, no, there's ng ſuch thing, we'd better mind our Buſi- 
neſs——You're a Wag. rid bo 

Hal. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Buſineſs; fill again 


Pretty round heaving Breaſts——a Barbary Shape, and a jut with her. 
Bum, would ſtir an Anchoret : And the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a 


Man could but faſten his Eyes to her Feet, as they ſteal in and 


out, and play at Bo-peep under her Petticoats, ah Mr. Trap- 


land? 
Trap. 


8 TFT 


Trap. v erily, give me a Glaſ—yor rea W ag,—and tines 


to the Widow. ä Drinks. 
Scan. He begins to Chuckle — him cloſe, or he OW 3 
into a Dun. | 
Enter Officer. 


Off By your Leave, Gentlemen, Mr. Trapland, if we muſt. 
do our Office tell us. We have half a dozen Gentlemen to ar- 
reſt in Pall. mall and Covent. Garden; and if we don't make haſte 
the Chair- men will be abroad, and block up the Chocolate-Houſes, 


and then our Labour's loſt. 


Trap. Udſo that's true. Mr. Valentine, I love Mirth, but Buſi- 
neſs muſt be done, are you ready to — 

Fere. Sir, your Father's Steward fays he comes to make Propo- | 
ſals concerning your Debts, 

Lal. Bid him come in: Mr. Trap/and, fend away your Officer, 
you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently. 

Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within Call [Exit Officer. 

Enter Steward and whiſpers Valentine. 

Scan. Here's a Dog now, a Traitor in his Wine; Sirrah refund 
the Sack: Jeremy, fetch him ſome warm Water, or III rip up his 
Stomach, and go the ſhorteſt way to his Conſcience— 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not yalue your Sack, 
but you cannot expect 1t again when I have drank i it. 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your Sony again, when 
a Gentleman has ſpent it? 

Hal. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the cob they 2 
are very hard, but my Neceſſity is very preſſing, 1 5 to em; 
take Mr. T rapland with you, and let him draw the Writin 8 
Mr. Trapland, you know this Man, he ſhall ſatisfie you. 

Trap. 3 I am loth to be thus preſling, but my a 

Val. No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener; you ſhall be paid. 

Trap. I hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs requires 
2 Steward, Trap. and 5 

Scan. He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Execution. 

Val. But I have got a Repricve. 8 

Scan. I am ſurpriz d; what, does your Father relent? 

Val. No; he has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in the World: 
You. have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that was ſent to-Sea 
three Years ago? This Brother my Father hears is landed; where- 
upon he very affectionately ſends me word, If I will make a Deed 
of Conveyance of my Right to his Eftate after his Death to my 


Tg — he will a furniſh me N four thou- 


ſand 


ſand Pound to pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. This was 
once propos'd before, and I refus'd it; but the preſent Impatience 
vf my Creditors for their Mony, and my own Impatience of Con- 
fſinement, and Abſence from Angelica, force me to conſent. 
. Scan. A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love to Angeli- 
ca: And I think ſhe has never given you any Aſſurance of hers. 
Val. You know her Temper; ſhe never gave me any great rea- 
ſon either for Hope or Deſpair. : 
Scan. Women of her airy Temper, as they ſeldom think befo 
they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light to gueſs at what they mean: 
But you have little reaſon to believe that a Woman of this Age, who 
has had an Indifference for you in your Proſperity, will fall in love with 
your ill Fortune; beſides, Angelica has a great Fortunc of her own; 
and great Fortunes either expect another great Fortune, or a Fool. 
Fo Enter Jeremy. x 
Fiere. More Misfortunes, Sir. 
Val. What, another Dun? | | 
ere. No Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you. 
Val. Well, Ican'thelpit,——you muſt bring him up; He knows 
J don't go abroad. [Exit Jeremy. 
Scan. Pox on him, I'Il be gone. f 
Val. No, prithee ſtay: Tatilè and you ſhould never be aſunder; 
you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one another; he is perfectly 
thy Reverſe both in Humour and Underſtanding; and as you ſet 
up for Defamation, he is a Mender of Reputations. = 
San. A Mender of Reputations ! ay, juſt as he is a Keeper of 
Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in the ſame manner. For 
the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in the poſture of a Whiſper; and deny a 
Woman's Name, while he gives you the Marks of her Perſon: He will 
forſwear receiving a Letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew you her 
Hand upon the Superſcription: And yet perhaps he has counterfeited 
the Hand too, and ſworn to a Truth; but he hopes not to be believ'd; 
and refuſes the Reputation of a Ladies Favour, as a Doctor ſays 
No to a Biſhoprick, only that it may be granted him. In ſhort, 
he is a publick Profeſſor of Secreſie, and makes Proclamation that 
he holds private Intelligence. He's here. 5 
IS r 
Tatt. Valentint, good Morrow; Scandal, T am yours, that 


is, when you ſpeak well of me. | 
© Scan. That is, when I am yours; for white I am my own, or 
any body's elſe, that will never happen. 
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Pal. Why, Tatil, you need not be much coneern'd at any thing 
that he ſays: For to converſe with Scandal, is to play at Loſes 
Laadum; you muſt loſe a good Name to him, before you can win 


it for your ſelf, 25 n 1895 
Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate for him, 


that the World ſhall think the better of any Perſon for his Calumnia- 
tion! I thank Heav'n, it has always been a part of my Character, 
to handle the Reputation of others very tenderly. _ FAD 

Sean. Ay, ſuch rotten Reputations as you have to deal with, are 
to be handl'd tenderly indecd. . 

Tatt. Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you ſay rotten, when 
you know not the Perſons of whom you {peak? How cruel that 1s ? 

Scan. Not know em? Why, thou never hadſt to do with any 
Body that did not ſtink to all the Town. : 

Tatt. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a Jeſt of it indeed. For 
there is nothing more known, than that no Body knows any thing 
of that nature of me: As I hope to be ſav'd, Valentine, I never ex- 

os'd a Woman ſince I knew what Woman was. 

Fal. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 

Tatt. To 8 rce with you, I have I don't care if I own 
that Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold Word now) I never 
could meddle with a Woman that had to do with any Body elſe. 

Scan. How?! -- 1!) 2 4 , OP Gang 8 
Val. Nay Faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her Hus- 
band, Þ&7zle. * | 

Tal. Oh hagge | cop It 

Scan. What think you of that Noble Commoner, Mrs. Drab? 

Tatt. Pooh, I know Madam Draò has made her Brags in three or 
four places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ to her, and did I know 
not what But, upon my Reputation, ſhedid me wrong 
Well, well, that was Malice But I know the bottom of it. She 
was brib'd to that by one that we all ænow- ) A Man too. Only to 
bring me into Diſgrace with a certain Woman of Quality—— © 

Scan. Whom we all know. g HO: 41-1446 

Tatt. No matter for that Ves, yes, every Body knows —— 
No doubt on't, every Body knows my Secrets But I ſoan ſatis- 
fy'd the Lady of my Innocence; for I told her Madam, fays 1, 
there are ſome Perſons who make it their Buſineſs to tell Stories, 
and ſay this and that of one and t' other, and every thing in the 
World; and, ſays I, if your Grace ᷑ĩ«èð in 

Scan. Grace! i He od 28182 


Tut. O Lord, Chat have ad my unlueky Togu! * 
en = | 2 | | | 


= 
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« * <-> err» -- 


1 10 | 
Val. Ha, ha, ha. o 3 
Sean. Why, Tattle, thou haſt 1 more Impudence than one can in 
reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem for thee, well, and ha, ha, ha, 
well, go on, and what did you ſay to her Grace? 
Val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 
Tatt. Not a Word, as I hope to be ſay'd; an errant 2 Lin- 


gu. Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 


Lal. Well, but how did you acquit your ſelf? 

T att. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with you— 
a Woman of ord nary Rank was a little jealous of me, and I told 
her ſomething or other, Faith] know not what Come, 
let's talk of ſomething elle. Hume a Song. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we ſhould { enquire. 

Tatt. Valentine, I Supp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, and 
her Uncle Old Foreſight: I think your Father lyes at Foręſſght's. 


Val. Yes. 
Tatt. Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman And ſo is 


Mrs. Foreſight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 


Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all know her. 

Tatt. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What? 

Tatt. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what ? Why, * do you Ss of Mrs. Frail? 

Tatt. Who 1? Upon Honour I don't know whether ſhe be Man 
or Woman, but by the ſmoothneſs of her Chin, and roun@@els of 
her Lips. 

Scan. No! 


Tatt. No. 


ran. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tatt. Impoſlible ! 

Scan. Yes Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. 

Tatt. Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a Woman on- 
ly obliges a Man to Secreſie, that ſhe may have the Pleaſure of 
telling her ſelf. - 

Sean. No doubt on'c. Well, but has ſhe done you Wrong, or 


no? You have had her? Ha? 


Tatt. Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; J have more 


Magere than to contradict what a Lady has declar'd. 


Scan. Well, you own it? 
Tatt. I am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd! Yes, yes; I can'c deay't, if ſhe hh 
taxes me with it. | 


Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine every Morning 
wy 


Tatt. How! 


Lal. She does me the = ANY" mean of a Viſit ſometimes. 
I did not think ſhe had granted more to any 

Scan. Nor I, Faith: But T attle does fs — to belie a Lady, 
it is contrary to his Character How one may be er in 
' a Woman, Valentine? 

Tatt. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? 

Scan. I'm reſolv'd I'll ask her. 

Tatt. O Barbarous! why did you not tell nme —: 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tatt. And bid me ask Valentine. 

Lal. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to oafelh an 
Anſwer, when you never ask'd me the GR 
Tatt. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt Inhuman Proceeding — 
Dial. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and cannot a- 

void ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was, the Ladies bare a fine 
time, whoſe Reputations are in your keeping. 
Enter Jeremy. 

Fere. Sir, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are ſtirring. - 

Lal. Shew her up when the comes. Exit Jere. 

Tatt. I'll be gone. 

Lal. You'll meet her. 

Tatt. Have you not a back way? | 

Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, than to give 
Scandal ſuch an Acyantage; why, your running away will prove 
all that he can tell her. 

Tatt. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous 0, 1 mal loſe 
my Reputation of Secreſie for ever I ſhall never be receiv'd 
but upon Publick Days, and my Viſits will never he admitted beyond 
a Drawing. Room: [ ſhall never ſee a Bed- Chamber again, never be 
lock'd in a Cloſet, nor run behind a Screen, or under a Table; never 
be diſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting- Women by the Name of Truſty 
Mr. Tattle more V ou will not be ſo cruel. 

Fal. Scandal, have Pity on him; he'll yield to any Conditions. 

Tatt. Any, any, Terms. 


Scan. Come then, facrifice half a Dozen Women of good Repu- 


tation to me preſently Come, where are your familiar | 

And ſee that they are Women of Quality too, the firſt Quality. 
Tatt. Tis very hard Won't a 5 s Lady pals? ? 
| Scan. No, nothing under a Right Honourable. 
Tatt. O Inhuman] You don't expect cheir ee 7 
Scan. No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. 8 


Tatt. N 


frehr's Daughter is come out of the Country 


- 


Tatt. Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me their Titles; 


Tl deferibe their Perſons | 
_ © Scan. Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are ſo ill a Painter, 


that I cannot know the Perſon by your Picture of her, you muſt be con- 
demn'd, like other bad Painters, to write the Name at the bottom. 
Tatt. Well, firſt then ö | 
| Enter Mrs. Frail. 


O unfortunate ! ſhe's come already; will you have Patience till a- 


nother time I'll double the number. 
Scan. Well, on that Condition Take heed youdon't fail me. 
Mrs. Frail. Hey Day! I ſhall get a fine Reputation by. coming 
to ſee Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you here 
too? Oh Mr. Tate, every thing is ſafe with you, we know. 
Scan. Tatile. | | 0 
Tatt. Mum O Madam, you do me too much Honour. 
Hal. Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 
Frail. Angelica? Manners ! 
Hal. What, you will allow an abſent Lover 5 
Frail. No, III allow a Lover preſent with his Miſtreſs to be par- 
ticular But otherwiſe I think his Paſſion ought to give place 


to his Manners. 


Val. But what if he have more Paſſion than Manners? 

Frail. Then let him Marry and reform. 7] EE 

Fal. Marriage indeed may qualifie the Fury of his Paſſion, but 
it very rarely mends a Man's Manners. 


Fe il. Vouare the moſt miſtaken in the World; there is no Crea- 


ture perfectly Civil but a Husband. For in a little time he grows only 


rude to his Wife, and that is the higheſt good Breeding, for it begets 


his Civility to other People. Well, I'll tell you News; but I ſuppoſe 
you hear your Brother Benjamin is landed: And my Brother Fore- 
I aſſure youy there's 
a Match talk'd of by the Old People Well, if he be but as great 
a Sea- Beaſt as ſhe is a Land- Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt Amphibious 
Breed The Progeny will be all Otters; he has been bred at Sca, 
and ſhe has never been out of the Country. | - 
Dal. Poxtake'em, their Conjunction bodes me no good, I'm ſure. 
Frail. Now you talk of Conjunction, my Brother Foreſight has 
caſt both their Nativities, and Prognoſticates an Admiral and an 
eminent Juſtice of the Peace to be the Iſſue- Male of their two Bo- 
dies; *tis the moſt ſuperſtitious Old Fool! He would have per- 
ſuaded me, that this was an unlucky Day, and would not let me 
come abroad: But I invented a Dream, and ſent him to Artime- 
s 5 Aorus 


— 


* 
— — 


Horus for Interpretation, and fo ſtole out to ſee you Well, and 
| what will you give me now? Come, I muſt haye — 
Val. Step into the next Room and III greyou ſo *. 
Scan. Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 
Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 
Val. Mine's a Secret. » 
Frail. I thought you would give me ſomething, that would 
a Trouble to you to keep. 
Tal. And Scandal thall give you a good Name. 
Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And what will you 
give me, Mr. Tattle ? | | 
Tatt. I? My Soul, Madam. | 
Frail Pooh, No] thank you, I have enough to do to take care 
of my own. Well; but Tl come and ſee you one of theſe Morn- 


ings: I here you have a great many Pictures. 
Tatt. I have a pretty good Collection at your Service, ſome 0. 


riginals. | 

OS Hang bim, he has nothing but the Seaſons 4 the True 11 
Ce/ars, paultry Copies; and the cue Senſes, as ill repreſented as. 
they are in himſelf: And he himſelf is the only Original you will 
ſee there. 

Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 

Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if (cp will believe bim. 

Frail. Ay, let me fee thoſe, Mr. Tattle 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and Contemplation. No 
Man but the Painter and my {elf was ever bleſs'd with the Sight. 

Frail. Well, but a Woman | 

* Tatt. Nor Womim till ſhe vonſente to have her Pictüre there ; 
too for then ſhe is obliged to keep the Secret. 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you wou'sd ſee Pictures. 

Frail. You? a | 

Scan. Ves faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, and moſt of 
your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like as at Kneller's. 

Frail. O lying Creature Valentine, does not he lye: 3 
can't believe a Word he ſays. 

Val. No indeed, he ſpeaks Truth now: For as Tattle has Pi- 
&tures of all that have granted him Favours, he has the Pictures of - 
all that have refus'd him; if Satires, Deſcriptions, . Charadters and 
Lampoons are Pictures. | 77 
Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white——— And yet there 
are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both Men and Women. Lean 


ſkew you Pride, —_ —— Wantonteſs, Inconſtancy; 2 
: 3 touineis, 


— — 


- 
. 
. 


| 2 


— 


* bens 


| touſneſs; Diſlimulation, Malice, and Ignorance, all in one Piece. Then 


I can ſhew you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging, Leche- 


ry Impotence, and Uglineſs, in another Piece; and yet one of theſe is 


a celebrated Beauty, and ti other a profeſt Beau. I have Paintings 


too, ſome pleaſant enough. 


San. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping for a Comple- 
xion, and Sweating for a Shape. 1 

- Frail. So. fees | 

Scan. Then haye a Lady burning of Brandy in a Cellar with a 


all. Come, let's hear 'em. 


 Hackney-Coachman. 


Frail. O Devil! Well, but that Story is not true. 

- Scan. I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too, I have a Lawyer with a 
hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face; a Divine with two 
Faces, and one Head; and I have a Soldier with his Brains in his 
Belly, and his Heart where his Head ſhould be. * 

Haul. And no Head ; 
Scan. No Head. gent 
Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you ne'er a Poet? 

Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing W ords, and ſelling Praiſe for 
Praiſe, and a Critick picking his Pocket. I have another large Piece too, 
repreſenting a School, where there are huge proportion d Criticks, 


with long Wigs, lac'd Coats, S$ternkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces; 


you again preſently. 


with Cat- calls in their Hands, and Hornbooks about their Necks, I 


have many more of this kind, very well Painted, as you ſhall ſee. 
F ail. Well, Pl come, if it be only to diſprove you. 
| Enter Jerem . © w "Us 
Fere. Sir, here's the Steward again 820 your Father. 
Val. Pl come to him will you give me leave, I'll wait on 


Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who Squires me to the Ex- 
change? I muſt call my Siſter. Foreſight there. 5 
Scan. I will; I have a mind to your Siſter. 
Frail. Civil! WEE 0 
Tatt. Iwill; becauſe I have a Tender for your Ladyſhip. 
Frail. That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my Opinion. 
Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, Thave the better Oppor- 
tunity to engage your Siſter. - _ 33 3 
Val. Tell Angelica, Iam about to make hard Conditions to come 
abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee ger. 7 © 
Sean. III give an account of you and your Proceedings. If Indi- 
ſeretion be a ſign of Love, you are the moſt a Lover of any Body 
| | = | that 


\ 
* 


ſas] þ 


that! know: You fancy that parting with your Eſtate, wil help you © 
to your Miſtreſ In my Mind he is a thoughtleſs Adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe Wealth, by ſelſing Land; 
Or win a n with a ae Mund £ "DRY 


ACT II. SCENE. „ 


A Room in Foreſight Houſe 50 
Enter Foreſight and Servant. - 


— 


Pore Ex day! What, are all the Women of my Ban % 22 — 


broad? Is not my Wife come home? Nor * * 


nor my Daughter? 


Serv. No, Sir. | 
Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the N l of it? gore the 


Moon is in all her Fortitudes. Is N Niece Angelica 7 af if heme? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. | g 

Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. a (ICE BN 

Serv. Sir? 

. Fore. I ſay you lie, Six; It is impoſſible that any «hin hould be 
as I would have it; for TLwas born, Sir, when Fs: Crab was wafer 
ding, and all my Affairs o backward. d dof : FR 
- © Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. | | 
Fiore. No, I know you can' t. Sir: Bucl can Nall Sir, ad fore- 
tell, Sir. ori”; Ever Naſe. 
Nurſe, where s your Young Miſtreſs: ? 
© Nurſe. Mee ſt heart, I know not, they re none of? em come home 
yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond of ſeeing the Town——Mar-,.. . 
ry, pray Heay'n they ha' given her any Dinner Good lack- a- 
day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange; I'll vow and ſwear not ha, * ha, 
2 and did you everiſee the likteeeee 

Tore. Why how now, what's the matter? 5 

Nurſe. Pray Heay'n ſend your Worſhip good LEE Marry 2.þ 

Amen with all my heart, for you have put on one en with 
the wrong ſide outward. | 

: Fore. Ha, How? F aich and trech I am glad ofit, aol hare that 
ay be Luck in troth, in trothit may very good Luck: Nay I 

have had ſome Omens, nen of Bed backwards too this Morning, 
- without Premeditation; pretty good that too: But then I tumbled 
coming down Stairs, — caſe! ;- bad Qmensthoſe; ſome bag, 
ſome good, out Lives are cheoquer' 'd:|Mizth, and Lomo Wane 


5 J 

and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our Time But in troth 
I am pleas'd at my Stocking, very well pleas'd at my Stocking 

Oh here's my Niece — Ara. 7 | 

* , Enter Angelica. 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'll wait on him, if he's at lei- 
* ſure, 'tis now Three a Clock, a very good Hour for Buſineſs, 

| Mercury governs this Hour. - * [ Exit Servant. 

| Ang. 1s not it a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle? Pray lend 
me your Coach, mine's out of Order. 1 
[1 8 Fore. What, wou'dyou be gadding too? Sure all Females are mad 

' to day it is of evil Portent, and bodes Miſchief to the Maſter of 
a Family I rememberan old Prophecy written by Meſſehalah the 
Arabian, and thus tranſlated by a Reverend Buchingbamſture Bard: 


When Houſewifes all the Houſe for ſake, 
And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 
Withouten Guile then be it ſaid, 

* That Houſe doth ſtond upon its Head; 
And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 
Ne mart, if it be fruitful fond. 


4 PFruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit of the Head 
| is Horns. Dear Niece, ſtay at home for by the Head of the 
| Houſe is meant the Husband ; the Prophecy needs noExplanation. 


Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, Uncle, by 
going abroad; nor ſecure you from being one, by ſtaying at home. 
j Fore. Yes, yes; while there's one Woman left the Prophecy is 
1 not in full Force. 5 * 

Ang. But my Inclinations are in force; I have a mind to go a- 
broad, and if you won't lend me your Coach, I'Il take a Hackney, 
or a Chair, and leave you to erect a Scheme, and find who's in Con- 
junction with your Wife. Why don't you keep her at home, if 

ou're Jealous when ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt is a little 
Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. Uncle, I'm afraid vou 
are ker Lord of the 8 ha, ha, ha. a 

ore. Well, Jill. flirt, are very pert and always ridicu- 
ng that Caen 5 90 8 25 920 
Ang. Nay Uncle, don't be angry If you are, I'll reap up all 
Y r falſe Prophecies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle Divinations. I'll 
wear you are a Nuſance to the Neighbourhood——W hat a Bu- 
ſtle di you keep againſt the laſt inviſible Eclipſe, laying in Provi- 
fion as twere for a Siege? What a world of Fire and Candle, 
Matches and Tinderboxesdid youpurchaſe! one would have though 
2 p - . | Wc. 
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age to G 


| Maſter's Worthip——W hy, did you ever hear the like now 


up I puniſh you, eh,... [2 v0 
— n D 2 | 


„ 
ve were ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt makinga Voy- 
reenland, to inhabit there all the dark Seaſon. 


Fore, Why, you malapert Slut. FP 
. Ang. Will you lend me your Coach, or Pll go on——Nay, III 
declare how you Prophecy'd Popery was coming, only becauſe 
the Butler had miſlaid ſome of the Apoſtle's Spoons, and thought 
they were loſt. Away went Religion and Spoon-meat together 


| Indeed, Uncle, I'll Indite you for a Wizard. 


Fare. How Huſly ! was there ever ſuch a provoking Minx? 
Nurſe. O merciful Father, how the talks! £ 
Ang. Yes, I can-make Oath of your unlawful Midnight Pra- 

Qices; you and the Old Nurſe there ——— _- £2415 
Nur Marry Heav'n defend I at Midnight Practices 
O Lord, what's here to do? I in unlawful Doings wir my 


Sir, did ever I do ov thing of your Midnight Concerns —— bur | 
warm your Bed, and tuck you up, and ſet the Candle, and your 
Tobacco-Box, and your Urinal by you, and now and then rub the 


Soles of your Feet? O Lord, I!— W 
Ang. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key- hole of the 


_ Cloſet, one Night, like Saul and the Witch of Endor, turning the 
Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your Thumbs to write poor inno- 


cent Servant's Names in Blood about a little Nutmeg-Grater, which 
ſhe had forgot in the Caudle-Cup——Nay, I know ſomething worſe, 
if I would ſpeak of it- — = 
Fore. Idefie you, Huſſy; but Pl remember this, I'll be reyeng'd 
on you, Cockatrice; Þ ll . 1 ou Vou have your Fortune 
in your own Hands —— but Il find a way to make your Lover, 
your Prodigal Spendthrift Gallant, Valentine, pay for all, I will. 
Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then Look to 
it, Nurſe; I can bring Witneſs that you have à great unnatural Tear - 
under your Left Arm, and he another; and that you Suckle a 
young Devil in the ſhape of a Tabby-Cat, by turns, I can; J 
Nurſe. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the falſe ſlan- 


derous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing but like ano- 


ther Chriſtian, [ Cxxing. ] or any Teats but two that han't given 
Suck this Thirty Years... = | tA 210% : 
Fore. I will have Patience, ſince it is the Will of the Stars! ſhould 


ons and Oppoſitions in the Third Hauſe of my Nativity; there the 
Curſe of Kindred was foretold ——Buc Iwill have my rs loc d 


Ang. 


— 


— 
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be thus tormented I his is the Effect of the malicious Conjuncti- 
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ng Do, Uncle, lock em up quickly before my Aunt come 
F wa You'll have a Letter for Alimony te morrow Morning 


But let me be gone firſt, and then let no Mankind come near the Houſe, 
but Converfe with Spirits and the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the 
Ram, and the Goat. Bleſs me! there are a great many Horn'd Beaſts 
among the Twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckolds yo to Heay'n. 

Fore. But there's but one 3 wenn the Twelve Signs, Spit- 
fire, but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been chat one, if he had had to do with 
ivy thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That makes my Aunt go abroad. 

Fore: How? how? is that the reaſon? Come, you know ſome- 
thing; tell me, and I'll forgive you; do, good Neice Come, 
vou ſhall: have my Coach and Horſes, ——Faith and Troth you 

Does my Wife complain? Come, I know Women 

tell one another She is young and ſanguine, has a wanton 
Hazle Eye, and was born under Gemini, which may incline her to 
Society; the has a Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an 
open Liberality on the Mount of Venus. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha. $1 | 

Fore. Do you laugh? Well Genthewoman; PI But 
come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor Uncle, tell me 
won't you ſpeak? Odd PlI- 

Enter Servant. 

Sov, Sir Sampſon i is coming down to wait upon you.— 

Ang. Good bu'y Uncle——Call mea Chan 1 find out my 
Aunt, and tell ber, ſhe muſt not come. home. 

a [Exit Angelica and Servant: 

bore. I'm ſo perplex'd ad vex'd, 1 am not fit to receive him; 

L ſhall ſcarce recover my ſelf before the Hour be paſt : Go Nurſe 


tell Sir Sampſon Pm ready to wait on him. 


Nurſe. Yes, Sir. — Exit. 0 

Fore. Well Why, if I was born ro be 2 Soma, ty there 8 
no more to be ſaid— - 

Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper. 

Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, Old Boy; that's plain 
here tis, I have it in my Hand, Old Prolomee ; I'll make the un- 
gracious Prodigal know who begat him; I will, Old Nofrodamus. 
Why, I warrant my Son thought nothing belong'd to a Father, but 
Forgiveneſs and Affection; no Authority, no Correction, no Arbi- 
>. Power; nothing to be done, but for him to offend, and me to 

rdon. — — you, if hedanc'd*till Dooms-day, he thought I was 
8 pay the Piper. Well, but here it is under Black and White, Sig- 
narum, . 


FO” 


but we'll make haſte —— 


tion 


twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, that could not keephe 
| , 28 J. £13 
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/ EA at l LE 
natum, Sigillatum, and Deliberatum; that as ſoon as my Son Ber- PS 
jamin is arriv'd, he s to make over to him his Right of Inheri- 
tance. Where's my Daughter that is to be—— Hah! old Merlin ! 
Body o'me, I'm ſo glad Fm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 

Fore. Odſo, let me ſee; let me fee the Paper ———Ay, Faith 
and Troth, here tis, if it will but hold I wiſh things were done; 
and the Conveyance made When was this Sign'd? what 
Hour? Odo, you ſhould have conſulted me for the time. Well 


Sir damp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my Son Ben will be in 
Town to Night I have order'd my Lawyer to draw up Wri- 
tings of Settlement and Jointure—— All ſhall be done to Night 
No matter for the time; prithee, Brother Fore/ig hr, leave Superſti- 
Pox o' th' time; there's no time but the time preſent; 
there's no more to be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come 
will happen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by Night; 
why, we ſhall know one another's Faces without the help of a 
Candle,-and that's all the Stars are good for. n 
Fore. How, how? Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me leàve to con- 
tradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 
Sir Samp. I tell you I am wiſe; and ſapiens dominabitur afirts-; - 
there's Latin for you to prove it, and an Argument to confound 
your Ephemer. Ignorant! I tell you I have travel'd old 
Fircu, and know the Globe. I have ſeen the Autipodes, where 
the Sun riſes at Midnight, and ſets at Noon-day. a 
Fore. But I tell you I have travell'd, and travell'd in the Celeſtial 
Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and their Houſes. Can 


judge of Motions Direct and Retrograde; of Sextiles, Quadrates, 


Trmes and Oppoſitions, Fiery Trigons and Aquatical Trigons. Know 
whether Life ſhall be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy, whether Di- 


ſeaſes are curable or incurable. If Journeys ſhall be proſperous, Un- 


dertakings ſucceſsful; or Goods ſtol'n recoyer'd, I know 
Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperor. of China's Foot; 


have kiſs'd the Great Magul's Slipper, and rid a Hunting upon an 


Elephant with the Cham of Tartary, - Body o' me, I have 
made a Cuckold of a King, and the preſent Majeſty of Bantam is 
the Iflue of theſe Loins. | © 46. at 
Fore. I know when Travellers Lie or-ſpeak Truth, when they 
don't know it themſelves. | ETSY © LJ 4 
Sir Samp. I have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuckold in the 


"= 


Devil out of his Wives Circlmmmmeee. 


=. #0 

Fore. What does he twit me with my Wife oo? I muſt bebetterin- 
'form'd of this,. [ Aſide.] Do you mean ny Wife, Sir Sampſon ? 
Tho you made a Cuckold of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body 
of the Sun | PS” 

Sir Camp. By the Horns of the Moon, you would ſay, Brother 
Capricorn. | SEE | 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Mandevil; Ferd:- 
-nand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee, thou Liar of the 
firſt Magnitude. Take back your Paper of Inheritance; ſend your 
Son to Sca again. I'll Wed my Daughter to an Egyptian Mum- 
my, Cer ſhe ſhall Incorporate with a Contemner of Sciences, and 
a Defamer of Virtue. 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, Ihave gone too far; I muſt not provoke 

honeſt Albuma gar, an Egyptian Mummy is an Illuſtrious Crea- 

ture, my truſty Hieroglyphick, and may have Significations of Fu- 
turity about him; Odsbud, I would my Son were an Egyptian Mum- 
my for thy ſake. W hat, thou art not angry for a Jeſt, my good Haly- 
I reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all my Heart. What, 
Ill make the a Preſent of a Mummy: Now Ithink on't, Body o' me, 
IJhavea Shoulder of an Egyptian King, that I purloin'd from one of 
the Pyramids, powder'd with Hicroglyphicks, thou ſhalt have it ſent 
home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertainment for all the Philo- 
maths and Students in Phyſick and Aſtrology in and about London. 

Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Sampſon ? * 

Sir Sawp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues; ſhe's the 
Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon: Nay, ſhe is more Illu- 
ſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her Chaſtity without her In- 
conſtancy, *Sbud I was but in Jct. | 

| Enter Jeremy. 

How now? who ſent for you? Ha! what wou'd you have? 

Fore. Nay; if you were but in Jeſt—— Who's that Fellow? I 
don't like his Phyſiognomy. 3 

Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son Benjamin, hoh? 
Fere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Maſter, tis the firſt time 
he has been abroad ſince his Confinement, and he comes to pay 
his Duty to you. f 7215 

Sir Samp. Well, Sir. 

Enter Valentine. 

Fere. He is here, Sir. 

Hal. Your Bleſſing, Sir. | 5 8 
m a Bill of Four Thouſand Pound: A great deal of Mony, Brother 

Foreſight. | . NY F.oore. 


PE 

Fore. Aye indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of Mony for a young 
Man, I pe — what he can do wirt it! 8 ON 7 5 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, fo do I. Hark ye, Valentine, if there 
is too much, refund the Superfluity: Doſt hear Boy? ; 

Lal. Superfluity, Sir; it will ſcarce pay my Debts,. I hope 
you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige me to thoſe hard 
Conditions which my Neceſſity ſign'd to. 

Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you pleag'd to in- 
timate concerning Indulgence ? | 1 

Val. Why, Sir, that you would not go to the extremity of the 
Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome part.. . 

Sir S$amp. Oh Sir, I underſtand you ——thatr's all, as? 

Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask. But what you, out of 
fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas'd to add, ſhall be doubly welcome. 
Sir damp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial Piety and my fa-- 
therly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tallies. Here's a Rogue, Bro- 
ther Forefighr, makes a Bargain under Hand and Seal in the Morning, 
and would be releas d from it in the Afternoon; here*sa Rogue, Dog, 
here's Conſcience and Honeſty; this is your Wit now, this is the Mo- 
rality of your Wits! Vou area Wit, and have beena Beau, and may be 
a- Why Sirrah, is it not here under Hand and Seal Can you deny it?* 

fp Sir, I don't deny it. ey 4 

ir Hamp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; all live to o up 

Halben. Lil H i, he nota Rogues Face? N 
you underſtand Phyſiognomy, a Hanging- look to me——of alt 
my Boys the moſt unlike nie; he has a damn'd Tybarn-face, with- 
out the Benefit o' the Clery. 

Fore. Hum truly I 2 care to diſcourage a young Man, — - 
he has a violent Death in his Face; but Ihope no Danger of Hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this Uſage for your Son? for that old Weather- 
headed Fool, I know how to laugh at him; but you, Si 

Sir Samp. You, Sir; and you, Sir Why, who are you, Sir?“ 

Val. Your Son, Sir. 

Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and I believe not. 

Val. Faith, I hope not. 5 

Sir amp. What, wou'd you have your Mothera Whore! Did you 
ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! Body o me—— 
5 $24 I would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and unnatural 

age. . 
Str Samp. Excuſe! Impudence! why Sirrah, may'nt I do what I 
pleaſe? Are not you my Slave? Did not I beget you? And might not 


I have choſen whether I would have begot you or no? as 
| + 
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along with me. 


11 


you? Whence came you? What brought you into the World? How 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe two Legs, and 
look erect with that audacious Face, hah ? Anſwer me that: Did you 
come a Voluntier into the World? Or did I beat up for you with the 
lawful Authority of a Parent, and preſs you to the Service? 
Val. I know no more why I came, than you do why you call'd 
me. Bur here I am, and if you don't mean to provide for me, I 


delice you would leave me as you found me. 


Sir Sap. With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and go na- 
ked out of the World, as you came into'r. 1 

Hal. My Cloaths are ſoon put off. But you muſt alſo deprive 
me of Reaſon, Ihought, Paſſions, Inclinations, Affections, Ap- 
petites, Senſes, and the huge Train of Attendants that you begot 


Sir Famp. Body o' me, what a many-headed Monſter have I pro- 


paged l 


Hal. I am of my ſelf a plain eaſie ſimple Creature, and to be kept 


at ſmall Expence; but the Retinue that you gave me are craving 


and invincible; they are ſo many Devils that you have rais'd, and 
will have Employment. | | 

Sir Samp. *Oons, what had I to do to get Children? 
a private Man be born without all theſe Followers? Why no- 
thing under an Emperor ſhould be born with Appetites. Why 
at this rate, a Fellow that has but a Groat in his Pocket may hayc 
a Stomach capable of a ten Shilling Ordinary. 

e. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; I'll make Oath of it before 
any Juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir Sarmp. Here's a Cormorant too, —'S heart this Fellow was 
not born with you? I did not beget him, did I*— 
Fere. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might have be- 
got me too: Nay, and to tell your Worſhip another Truth, I 
believe you did, for I find I was born with thoſe ſame W horeſon 
Appetites too, that my Maſter ſpeaks of. | 

Sir Jamp. Why look you there now, Ill maintain it, that by 
the rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow ought to have been born without 
a Palate.—· S heart, what ſnould he do with a diſtinguiſhing Taſte? 
I warrant now he'd rather eat a Pheaſant, than a piece of” poor John, 


Can't 


and ſmell now, why I warrant he can ſmell, and loves Perfumes above a 


ſtink, - why there's it; and Muſick, don't you love Muſick, Scoundrel? 
Fere. Yes, I have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jiggs and 
Country Dances, and the like; I don't much matter your Jola's or 
Sonatas, they give me the Spl een. wg 
he | | i. 
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Sir Samp. The Spleen; ha, ha, ha, 4 Por 2onfoind you==—Svls's ”* 

te Sonatas? Oons, whoſe Son are you? how Were you engen- 

der'd, Muckworm! r De 
ere. I am by my Father the Son of a Chair-man, my Mother —_ 

ſold Oiſters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Summer; and I came 

up ſtairs into the World, for I was born in a Cellar. - 

Fore. By your ne you ſhou'd go up ſtairs out of che World 
too, Friend, 

Sir Samp, And if this Rogue were tot now, bows diſſe * 
cd, he has his Veſſels of Digeſtion and Concoction, and fo forth, large 
enough for the Inſide of a Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber 
Theſe things are unaccountable and unreaſonable, Body o' me, 
why was not I a Bear, that my Cubs might have ſiv d upon ſuck- 
ing their Paws? Nature has been provident only to Bears and Spi- 
ders; the one has its -Nutriment in his own Hands, and 4 ' other 
{pins his Habitation out of his Entrails. 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all che Neceſſities 
of my Nature; if I had my right of Inheritance. 

Sir amp. Again! *Ouns han't you four thouſand: Pound if 
I had it again, I would not give thee a Groat What, wouldſt 

thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thee out of my own Vitals? 
S' heart, live by your Wits, Mou were always fond of the 
Wits,---Now let's ſee, if you have Wit enough to keep your ſelf?--- 1 
Your Brother will bein Town to Night, or to Morrow Morning, and 
then look you perform Covenants, and ſo your Friend and Seryant. 
Come Brother Foreſight. kn xeunt vir Samp. and F oreſight. 5 

Fere. I told you what your Viſit would come to. 

Val. Tis as much as I expected I did not come to fee him, I 
came to Angelica: But ſince ſhe was gone abroad, it was eaſily 
turn'd another way; and at leaſt look*d well on my fide: What's 
here? Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail, oy are earneſt, PII a- 
void em, Come this 1 150 go an Te when Angelica 


wall return. 


. 


Enter Mrs. Fork icht and Mrs. Frail,” v2 

Frail. What have you to do to watch me?: 8 life Til do 
what I pleaſe. | N 

Mrs. Fore. You will? JN nn = | 

Frail. Yes marry will A great piece of Buſineſs't fo go to 
Covent-Garden Square 1 in a Hackney-Coach; and rake a Turn with 
one's Friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three Turns, Pll take my Oath; 


Hu Well, what if I took twenty Warrant, if you! had 
. E been 


ney· Coach before now. 


- - — 
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been there, it had beenonly innocent Recreation, —Lord, where's 


the Comfort of this Life, if we can't have the Happineſs of con- 


verſing where we like. 


Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home?——Townit, I think 


there's no Happineſs like converſing with an agreeable Man: I 


don't quarrel at that, nor I don't think but your Converſation was 
very innocent; but the Place is publick, and to be ſeen with a Man 
in a Hackney-Coach is ſcandalous: What if any Body elſe ſhould 
have ſeen you alight, as I did? How can any Body be happy, 
while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen and cenſur'd ge- 
ſides it would not only reflect upon you, Siſter, but me. 

Frail. Pooh, here's a Clutter hy ſhould it reflect upon you? 
don't doubt but you have thought your ſelf happy in a Hack- 
If I had gone to Xnighte- bridge, or to 
Chelſey, or to Spring-Garden, or Barn-Elms with a Man alone 
ſomething might have been ſaid. | 

Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of theſe Places? What do 


you mean, Siſter ? 


Frail. Was I? what do you mean? 
Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe Place. 
Frail. I at a worſe Place, and with Man! 
Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone tothe World's-End. 
Frail. The World's End! What, do you mean to Banter me? 
Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent! You don't know that there's a Place 
call'd the World's-E:nd ? Pl ſwear you can keep your Countenance 


- 


pure], you'd make an Admirable Player. 


Frail. Il ſwear you have a great deal of Impudence, and in my 
Mind too much for the Stage. - ; 
Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has moſt, You ne- 
ver were at the World s-End? : 
Frail. No. 2 
Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face. 
Frail. Your Face, what's your Face? 
Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it's as good a Face as yours. 
Frail. Not by a dozen Years wearing. But I do deny it po- 
ſitively to your Face then. | 
Mrs. Fore. Pl allow you now to find fault with my Face; 
for I'll ſwear your Impudence has put me out of Countenance 
But look you here now, where did you loſe this Gold Bodkin ?— 
O Siſter, Siſter ! 1 | 
Frail. My Bodkin ! 
Mrs, Fore. Nay, *tis yours, look at it. - 


Frail. 


— 
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Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find this Bodkin? 


h Siſter, . Siſter ! Siſter cyery, way. 


Mrs. Fore. O Devil on't, that I could not diſcoyer her without 


betraying my fel. | 27 
Frail. I have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter, that one ſhould take 


great care, when one makes a Thruſt in Fencing, not to lye open 


* 


ones ſelf. | | 
Mrs. Fore. It's very true; Siſter : Well, ſince all's out, and as you 


ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do that is often done in Duels, 
calc care of one another, and grow better Friends than before. 
Frail. With all my Heart, ours are but {light Fleſh Wounds, 
and if we keep *em from Air, not at all dangerous: Well, give me 
your Hand in token of Siſterly Secreſie and Affection. 
Mrs. Fore. Here *tis with all my Heart. 


Frail. Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip and Confidence, 14 | 


acquaint you with a Deſign that I haye: To tell Truth, and ſpea 
openly one to another, I'm afraid the World have obſerv'd us 
more than we have obſery'd one another. You have a Rich Hus- 
band, and are provided for, I am at a loſs, and have no great 
Stock either of Fortune or Reputation; and therefore muſt look 
ſharply about me. Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to 
Night; and by the Account I haye heard of his Education, can be 
no Conjurer: The Eſtate you know is to be made over to him: 
Now if I could wheedle him, Siſter, ha? You underſtand me? 

Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of my Pow- 
er- And I can tell you one thing that falls out luckily enough; 
my aukward Daughter - in- Law, who you know 1s deſign'd for his 
Wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; now if we can improve that, 
and make her have an Averſion for the Booby, it may go a great 
way towards his liking of you. Here they come together; and let 
us contrive ſome way or other to leave *em together. 

1 Enter Tattle and Mi Prue. 

Miſs Prue. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fore. Fie, fie, Miſs, how you bawl—— beſides, I have 
told you, you mult not call me Mother. 


Wife? 


Mrs. Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam——By my Soul, I. 


ſhall fancy my ſelf Old indeed, to have this great Girl call me Mo- 


ther—— Well, but Miſs, what are you ſo overjoy'd at? 
Miſs Prue. Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. Tattle has 


given me Look you here Couſin, here's a Snuff- box; nay, 


_— there's 


Miſs Prue. What muſt I call you then, are you not my Father's 


w 


wy 
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there's Snuff in't; — here, will you have any — Oh 


* 


good!] how ſweet it is Mr. Tattle is all over tweet, his Per- 
ruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweet, 


and his Handkerchief 
1s ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than Roſes —— Smell him Mother, 
Madam, I mean — He gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. 

Tatt. O he Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 


_ Miſs Prue. Yes; I may tell my Mother And he ſays he'll 


give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo Oh pray lend me your 
Handkerchief— Smell Couſin; he ſays he'll give me ſomeching 
that will make my Smocks ſmell this way Is not it pure? 
It's better than Lavender mun I'm reſolv'd I won't let Nurſe 
put any more Lavender among my Smocks——ha, Couſin? 
rail. Fie, Miſs; amongſt your Linnen, you muſt ſay — Lou 


muſt never ſay Smock. 


Miſs Prue. Why, it is not Bawdy, is it Couſin? 
Tatt. Oh Madam, you are too ſevere upon Miſs; you muſt 


not find Fault with her pretty Simplicity, it becomes her ſtrange- 


ly——pretty Miſs, don't let em perſuade you out of your In- 


nocency. 


Mrs. Fore. Oh, Demm you Toad I wiſh you don't perſuade 


her out of her Innocency. 


_ Tatt. Whol, Madam?— Oh Lord, how can your Lady- 
ſhip haye ſuch a Thought ture you don't know me? | 
Fail. Ah Devil, fly Devil He's as cloſe, Siſter,” as a 
Confeſſor He thinks we don't obſerve him. 


Ns. Fore. A cunning Cur, how ſoon he could find out a freſh 
harmleſs Creature; and left us, Siſter, prefently. 
. ZTatt. Upon Reputacion- 1 1 CORD At 
Mrs. Fore. They're all ſo, Siſter, theſe Men they love to 
have the ſpoiling of a Young Thing, thcy are as fond of it, as. of 
being firſt in the Faſhion, or of ſe-ing a new Play the firſt Day. 
1 warrant it would break Mr. 7 attle's Heart, to think that any Bo- 
dy elſe ſhould be before-hand with him. DA a IR" e 
Tatt. Oh Lord, I ſwear I would not for the World 


. Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you? You'd be 
hang'd before you'd confeſs — we know you —— lhe's very 
pretty ! Lord, what pure red and white !- {he looks 
ſo wholeſome; —— neer ſtir; I don't know, but I fancy, if I 
were a Man 0 | | 


Miſs Prue. How you love to jeer one, Couſin. © - © 
Mrs. Fore. Hark ye, Siſter, by my Soul the Girl is ſpoil'd 


already —— d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great lubberly Tar- 


pawlin 


FF 


Come, I long to have you b 
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pawlin — Gad I warrant vou, ſhe won't let him come near her, 
after Mr. Tattile. 

Frail. O' my Soul, Pm afraid not eh — Creative, 
char ſmells all of Pitch and Tar Devil take you; you confounded. 


Toad why did you ſee her, before ſhe was Married? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him —my Husband will 
hang us He'll think we brought”em "acquainted. © 

Frail. Come, Faith let us be gone ———If my Brother : Fore-' 
ſight (ſhould find us with them; he'd think ſo, ſure e- 
nough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he would —þbut then leaving em together 18 
as bad — And he's ſuch a fly Devil, hell never miſs. an Op- 
portunity. | 


Frail." I dow care; I wor't be ſeen in't. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; if you ſhould, Mr. Tatrle, you'll have a World 
to anſwer for remember I waſh my Hands of it, I'm throughly 
Innocent.  [ Exemunt Mrs. Forelight and Frail. 

Mits Prue. What makes em go away, Mr. 7. artle? What do 
you mean, do you know ? 

Tatt. Yes, my Dear 
if I know the reaſon of it. 

Miſs Prue. Come, muſt not we go too? 

Tatt. No, no, _ don't mean that. 


Miſs Prue. No! what then? what ſhall you FR 1 do together? 


Tatt. I muſt make Love to you, pretty 1 4 will your ler me. 
make Love to you? . | | 

Miſs Prue. Yes, if you pleaſe. 

Tart. Frank, I Gad, at leaſt. What a Pox dies Mrs Fortf 22 
mean by this Civility? is it to make a Fool of me? or does ſhe 
leave us together out of good Morality, and do as ſhe would be 
done by Gad I'll underſtand it ſ o Aide. 

Miſs Prue. Well; and how will you make Loye to mc 
muſt ] make Love too? You 


muſt tell m how. 
Tatt. Vou muſt let me ſpeak; Miſs, you muſt not ſpeak firſt ; 


I muſt ask you Queſtions, and you muſt anſwer. 


ark me. 
Miſs Pre. Yes. 3 "op 


Tatt. Pooh, Pox, you wal not ity yo aready, Lage care 
a Fwy for you then in a A 13 zu, Ht | 


I think I can guelsBut hang me 


Miſs Prue. n is it like the denn come then 


MiG 


1 4 


Tos l 
2 


17 [29]. 
+ Miſs Prue, What muſt I ſay then? 2 
JTatt. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or you can't tell. 

Miſs Prue. Why, muſt I tell a Lie then? | 
_ Tatt. Yes, if you would be well bred: All well-bred Perſons 
Lie — Beſides, you are a Woman, you muſt never ſpeak what 
you think: Your Words muſt contradict your Thoughts; but 
your Actions may contradt your Words. So, when I ask you 
if you can Love me, you muſt ſay no, but you muſt Love me 
too If I tell you you are Handſome, you muſt deny it, and 

- fay I flatter you But you muſt think your ſelf more Charming 
than I ſpeak you;—and like me, for the Beauty which I fay 
you have, as much as if I had it my ſelf.—If I ask = to Kiſs 
me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not refuſe me. If I ask you 
for more, you muſt be more angry, but more complying; and 
as ſoon as ever I make you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to 
hold your Tongue. ; 

Miſs Prue. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, I like it better than 
our old faſhion'd Country way of ſpcaking ones Mind; and 
muſt not you Lie too? | | 

Tatt. Hum Yes But you muſt believe I ſpeak Truth. 

Miſs Prue. O Cemini! well, Ialways had a great mind to tell Lies.— 
but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a Sin. . | 

Tatt. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me happy by 
giving me a Kiſs? | | | 

Miſs Prue No, indeed; I'm angry at you. [Runs and kiſſes him. 

T itt. Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you ſhould not 
have given it me, but have ſuffer'd me to take it. 

Mils Prue. Well, we'll do it again. 

Tatt.Withall my Heart,----Now then, my little Angel. K;//es her. 

Miſs Prue. Piſh. | | 

Tatt. That's right, Again, my Charmer. | Kiſſes again. 

Miſs Prue. O he, nay, now I can't abide you. | 
Tati. Admirable! That was as well as if you had been born and 
bred in Covent- Garden all the Days of your Life; —— And won't 
you ſhew me, pretty Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is? 

Miſs Prue. No, indeed won't I; but I'll run there, and hide my 

ſelf from you behind the Curtains. N 

Tatt. III follow you. ä 

Miſs Prue. Ah, but I'Il hold the Door with both Hands, and be 
angry; — and you ſhall puſh me down before you come in. 

Tait. No, El come in firſt, and puſh you down afterwards. - 
NMiſs Prue. Will you? then I'll be more angry, and more complying. 
we 8 ä Tatt. 


[29] 


7 att. Then I'll mak you cry out. 9 
Miſs Prue. Oh but you ſhan't, for III hold my Tongue 


Tatt. Oh my dear apt Scholar. 
Miſs Prue. Well, now Pl run, and make 1 more haſte than you. 
[ Exit Miſs Prue. 


Tatt. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt as I'll purſue. xis after her. 
The End of the Second Att. 


Aer III. SCENE L 
Enter Nurſe. | 


Nurſe. Its, Mi, Miſs Prue——Mercy on me, marry and 
M Amen. Why, what's become of the Child 
Why Miſs, Miſs Foreſight Sure ſhe has not lock'd her ſelf up 
in her Chamber, and gone to Sleep, or to * Miſs, Miſs; I 
hear her Come to your Father, Child: Open the Door yy 
Open the Door, Miſs I hear you cry huſht O Lord, who's 
there? | Peeps.) What's here to do? O the Father! A Man 
with her! Why Miſs I ſay, God's my Life, here's fine Do- 
ings towards O Lord, we're all undone O you young Har- 
lotry | Knocks.) Od's my Life, won't you open the Door? Pt. 


come 1n che back way. [Extt. | 
Tattle and Mils at the Door. 


Miſs. © Lord, ſhe's coming and ſhe'll tell my Father, what 


ſhall I do now? - 
Tatt. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two Minutes longer J ſhould 


have wiſh'd for her coming. 


92 O Dear, what ſhall I ſay? Tell me, Mr. 7. attle, tell me a2 


/ 

Tatt. There's no 8 for a Lie, I could never tell a Lie to 

no purpoſe But ſince we have done nothing, we muſt ſay no- 

thing, I think. I hear her ll leave you together, and come 
off as you can. 5 Thruſts her in, and ſhuts the Door. 

Enter valentine, candal, and Angelica. | 

Ang. You can't accuſe me of Inconſtancy; I never told you! chat | 


[ loy'd you. 
Val. But I can accuſe you of f Uncertainty, for not t telling me 


| * u. Ter did or no. 


ou miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; I never had Con- 
cern ncnough to nk my ſelf the Queſtion. 4 Sean. 
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Sean. Nor good Nature enough to anſwer him that did ask you: : 

III (ay chat toc you, Madam. | 

Ang M hat, are you ſetting up for good Nature ? 

Scam. Only for the Affectation of it, as the Women do for ill 
Natur. 

Ang. Perſuade your Friend that it is all Aﬀectation. 

Lal. I ſhall receive no Bencfit from the Opinion: For I know no 
effctual Difference between continued Affectation and Reality. 

T att. coming up. Scandal, are you in private Diſcourſe, any cs 
of Secreſie? * | Afede to Scanda 

Scan. Yes, but 1 dare cruſt you; we were talking of Angelica's 
Love for Valentine; you wont ipcak of it. 

Tatt. No, no, not a Syllablc I know that's a Secret, for it's 
whiſper'd every Where. N 

Scam. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay onethigh was whi- 
ſperd. every where. 

—_— Your Love of Valentine. 

How! 

75 att. No, Madam, his Love for your 3 take 

me, I beg your Pardon for I never heard a Word of your La- 
dyſhip's Paſſion, till this Inſtant. 
Ang. My Paſſion! And who told you of my Paſſion, pray Sir? 

Scan. Why, 1s the Devil! in you? Did not 1 cell it you for a Se- 
cret? 

Z.. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been cruſted with 
her own Affairs. 

Scan. Is that your Diſcretion? Truſt a Won with her ſelf ? 

Tatt. Lou ſay true, I beg your Pardon; — I'll bring all off 
It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, that a Perſon of 
your Ladyſhip's Wit and Gallantry, could have ſo long receiv'd the 
paſſionate Addreſſes of the accomplith'd Valentine, and yet remain 
inſenſible; therefore you will pardon me, if from a juſt Weight of 
his Merit, with your Ladyſhip's good Judgment, I form'd the Bal- 

lance of a reciprocal Affection. 
al. O the Devil, what damn'd Coſtive Poet has given thee this 
Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? 

Ang. I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own And 
Mr. Tartle only judges of the Sueceſs of others, from the Effects 
of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Tartie was never 1 any 
thing in his Life. 

2 art. O Lord! yes indeed, Macon,” ſeveral rims. 


Ang. 


E 
Ang. I ſweat I don't think *tis poſſible. 
Tatt. Ves, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, I'm the 
moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and the moſt cruelly us d by 
the Ladies. þ | 547 N 433\g 
- Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. h 
Tatt. No, I hope not tis as much Ingratitude to own ſome 
Favours, as to conceal others. | | 


Pal. There, now it's out. ow 
Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought you had never ask d 


any thing, but what a Lady might modeſtly grant, and you confeſs. 
Scan. So faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now you may go 
brag ſomewhere ae Frey 
Tatt. Brag! O Heay'ns! Why, did I name any body? 
Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that 1s not in your Power; but you wou'd 
if you cou'd, no doubt on't. | | 
Tatt. Not in my Power, Madam! What, does your Ladyſhip - 
mean, that I have no Woman's Reputation in my Power? | 
San. Ouns, why you won't own it, will you?  _ [Aa. 
Tatt. Faith, Madam, you are in the right; no more I have, as 
I hope to be fav'd; I never had it in my Power to ſay any thing to 
a Lady's Prejudice in my Life——For as I was telling you, Ma- 
dam, I have been the moſt unſucceſsful Creature living, in things 
of that Nature; and never had the good Fortune to be truſted once 


with a Lady's Secret, not once. 


Ang. No! FE 

5 Not once, I dare anſwer for him. h 
Scan. And Tl anſwer for him; for Pm ſure if he had, he would 
have told me: I find, Madam, you don't know Mr. Tatile. 

Tait. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at all, I find: 
For ſure my intimate Friends would have known 
7 * Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had been tru- 
e Jag 
Tatt. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put. Never have told 
Particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have talk'd as of a Third 
Perſon——or have introduc'd an Amour of my.own, in Converſati- 
on, by way of Novel: But never have explain'd Particulars. 

Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tattle's Secreſie, 


if he was never truſted? | | 
Scan. Why thence it ariſes The Thing is proverbially 


ſpoken; but may be apply'd to him —4s if we ſhould ſay in 


neral Terms, he only is Secret who never was truſted; | a Saty- 


rical Proyerb upon our Sex There's another upon yours 
457 F | —AS 


Iz} 


110 3 As ſhe is chaſte, who: was never asledthe Queſtion. That's 
Wb 


e Tal. A couple of — civil, Proverbs, truly: *Tis bard to tell 
14 whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more oblig*d to you. For 
we - you found her Virtue upon the Backwardneſs of the Men; and 


ns. Secreſic upon the Miſtruſt of the Women. 
Tatt. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I think we are oblig'd to ac- 
quit «73 ſelves And for my part But your Ladyſhip is to 
K irſt. 
— Am 1? well I freely confeſs I have reſiſted a great deal of 
Temptation. 
Tatt. And I Gad, I. have Wren ſome Temptation that has not 
been reſiſted. | 
| Hal. Good. ; | 
f Ang. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, how Sun 
lets. he has found his Endeavours, and to confeſs all his Sollicitati- 
ONS and my Denials. - 
| r Lam ready to plead, Not guilty, for vou; anch Guilty, for 
m 
- oo So, why this 1s fair, here” sDemonſtration with aWirneſs. 
Tatt. Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent But I confels 1 
have had Favours from Perſons——But as the Favours ate num- 
berleſs, ſo the Perſons are nameleſs. 
Scan. Pooh, pox, this proves nothing. 
Tatt. No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures, and Rings; 
andi if there be occaſion for Witneſſes, I can ſummon the Maids at 
the Chocolate- Houſes, all the Porters of Pall. Mall and Covent- 
Garden, the Door-kecpers at the Play-Houſe, the Drawers at Loc- 
ket's, Pontack's, the Rummer, Spring-Garden ; my own Landlady 
and Valet de Chamure; all who ſhall make Oath, that I receive more 
Letters than the Secretary's Office; and that I have more Vizor- 
Masks to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee the Hermaphro- 
dite, or the Naked Prince. And it is notorious, that in a Country 
Church, once, an Enquiry being made, who I was, it was anſwer' d, 
I was the famous Tattle, who had ruin'd fo he N. Women, 


Val. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick-name of the 
Great. Turk. 


Tatt. True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the Pariſh—— 
The next Sunday, all the Old Women kept their Daughters at 
home, and the Parſon had not half his Congregation. He would 
e brou ay af me into the Spiritual Court, b 
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0 was reveng'd up- 
he had a handſom Daughter whom b ng: the 
Science. 


Tat 


Science. But I repented it afterwards, for it was ralle'd of in N 
Town — And a Lady of 1 that ſhall be nameleſs, in a ra- 
ging Fit of Jealouſie, — own in her Coach and Six Horſes, 
and — her ſelf upon my Account; Gad, I was ſorry for it 
with all my Heart Vou know whom I mean . You know 
where we raffled—— | 17% 

chan. Mum, Tattle. 


Val. Sdeach, are not you aſham'd? F 
Ang. O barbarous! I never heard ſo Inſolent a piece of Va- 


nity——Fie,. Mr. Tarte PII {wear T could not haye believ'd 
its this your Secreſie? | 

- Tatt. Gad fo, the Heat of my Story c . me beyond my 
Diſcretion, as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurry'd her beyond 
her Reputation But I hope you don't know aka I mean; 
for there was a great many Ladies rafled——Pox on t, now could | 
I bite off my Tongue. | 

Sean. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more -Come, 
I'll recommend a Song to you upon the Hint of my two Proverbs, 
and I ſee one in the next Room that will ſing ir. | Goes to the Door. 

Tatt. For Heaven's lake, if you do gueſs, ſay ne _ 
I'm very unfortunate. 14 ä 

Ke: enter Scandal, with one to Sing. 
Scan Pray ling the firſt Song in the laſt New Play. 


S O N G. 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d, | 

The Swain had been Filted, the Nymph been Betray'd 3 
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew | 

Eier a Nymph that was C th or a Swain that was True. 


— 


Apollo was mute, and had like i have been pos d, 

But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclosdds; 

He alone won't Betray in whom none will Confide, 
And the N ymph may be Chaſte that has never been Tryd. 


Enter Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſt and Servant. - 
Sir Samp. Is Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? Odd, I'm 


* on't: Where is he? I long to ſee him. Now, Mrs. Frail, 
5 FS | you 


* 
\ 
1 


1 


EY You ſhall ſee my Son Bey—— Body o me, he's the Hopes of my 

| v1 Family I har't ſeen him theſe Three Years —T war- 
EY! rant he's grown Call him in, bid him make haſte —— I'm 
(114 ready to Cry for Joy [Exit Servant. 
| 1 | Frail. Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your Husband. | 


Miſs Prue. Piſn, he ſhall be none of my Husband. [| A/ideto Frail. 
Frail. Huſh: Well he ſhan't, leave that to me I'll beckon 
Mr. Tatrle to us. h 
Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother? | 
Fal. We are the Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one Sphere; 
when he rifes I muſt fet————Beſides, if I ſhould ſtay, 1 don't 
know but my Father in good Nature may preſs me to the immedi- 
ate Signing the Deed of Conveyance of my Eſtate, and I'll defer it 
as long as I can -Well, you'll come to a Reſolution. 

Ang. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or ſhall never have one. 
Scan. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I've ſomething in m 
Head to Communicate to you. [ Ex. Val. and Scandal 

Sir amp. What, is my Son Falentine gone? What, is he ſneak'd 
off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's an Unnatural Whelp! 
There's an IIl- natur'd Dog! What, were you here too, Madam, 
and could not keep him ! Could neither Love, nor Duty, nor Na- 
tural Affection oblige him. Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay 
to him; he is not worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has not 
a Drachm of generous Love about him: All Intereſt, all Intereſt; 
he's an undone Scoundrel, and Courts your Eſtate: Body o' me, he 
does not care a Doit for your Perſon. 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon; for if ever I could 
have lik'd any thing in him, it ſhould have been his Eſtate too: But 
ſince that's gone, the Bait's off, and the naked Hook appears. 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, well ſpoken; and you are a Wiſer Woman 
than I thought you were: For moſt young Women now a-days 
are to be tempted with a naked Hook. | | 

Ang. If I Marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eſtate with any 
Man, and for any Man with a good Eſtate: Therefore if I were oblig'd 
to make Choice, I declare Id rather have you than your Son. | 

Sir Samp. Faith and Troth you're a Wile Woman, and I'm glad 

to hear you by ſo; I was afraid you were in Love with the Re- 

probate: Odd, I was ſorry for you; with all my Heart: Hang 
him, Mungrel; caſt him off; you ſhall ſee the Rogue ſhew him- 
ſelf, and make Love to ſome deſponding Cadua of Fourſcore for 

Suſtenance. Odd, I love to ſee a young Spendthrift forc'd to cling 
to an Old Woman for Support, Ya round a dead Oak: Fait 7 


. 
3 - 


_—_ 


1 do, Tlove to ſee *em hug and cotten eder like Down upon 


a Thiſtle. 
Enter Ben. Legend, and Servant. 

Ben. Where's Father? | 

Serv. There, Sir, his Back's toward you.” | 

Sir Samp. My Son Ben! bleſs thee my dear Boy; Body o' me, 
thou art heartily welcome. | 

Ben. Thank you, Father, and Pm glad to ſee you. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee; kiſs me Boy, kiſs 
me again and again, dear Ben. [ Kiffes him: 

Ben. So, fo, enough Father Meſs, Fd rather ki theſe Gen- 
tlewomen. 

Sir Samp. And ſo thou ſhalt, Mrs. Angelica, my Son Ben. 

Ben. Forſooth an you pleaſe—| Salutes her.] Nay 8 I'm 
not for dropping Anchor here; bolt Ship, I'faith 7 Frail.] 
Nay, and you too, my little Cock. OG IE Ie Miſe | 

Tatt. Sir, you're welcome a- ſhoar. 8 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, Friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haſt been many a weary y League, Ben, fince F 
ſaw thee. | 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! Been far enough, an that be all well 
Father, and how do all at home? How does Brother Dick, and 
Brother Val. 

Sir Samp. Dick, Body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe two | 
Years; I writ you Word, when you were at Legorne. 

Ben. 15 and that's true; marry I had forgot. Dick's dead 
as you ſay————Well, and how, I have a many Queſtions to ask 
you; well, you ben't marry'd again, Father, be you? 

Sir Samp. No, I intend you (hall marry, Ben I would not mar- 
ry for thy ſake. 

Ben. Nay, what does chat ſignifie? — An you marry again 
why then I'll go to Sea again; ſo there's one for t'other, an that 
be all Pray don't let me be your hindrance; &en marry a God's 
Name an the Wind ſit that IT As for wy part, may-hap I haye 
no Mind to marry.  - 

Frail. That would be pity, ſuch a Handfome Young Gemletian | 

Ben. Handſome! he, he, he, nay forſooeh, an you be for Joking, 
III Joke with you, for I loye my Jeſt, an the Ship were linking, _ 
as we ſayn at Sea, But Pl tell you why I dot much ſtand to- 
wards Matrimony. I love to roam about from Port re Port, and 
from Land to Land: I could never abide to be Porti bound, as we 


Al it: Now a Man that 1s N has as it were, d' ye re 
Feet 
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Feet in the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get em out Again when 
he would. 

Sir Samp. Ben's a Wag. (4% | 

Ben. A Man that is marry'd, dye fre, is no more like another 
Man, than a Gally-ſlave is like one of us free Sailors, he is chain'd 
co an Oar all his Life, and may-hap! forc'd to tug a leaky Veſſel 
into the Bargain. 


Sir Samp. A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag e only a little rotigh, 


he wants a little Poliſhing. 


Frail, Not at all; 1 ike his Humour mightily, - it's plain and 


honeſt, I ſhould like ſuch a. Humour in a Husband extreamly. 


Ben. Say'n you ſo Forſooth? marry and I ſhon'd like ſuch a 
Handſom Gentlewoman for a Bed- fellow hugely; how ſay you, 
Miſtreſs,” would you like going to Sea? Meſs, you're a tight Veſ- 
ſel, and well Rigg'd, an you were but as well Mann'd. 

Frail. I ſhould not doubt that, if you were Maſter of me. 

Ben. But Tl! tell you one thing, an you come to Sca in a high 
You mayn't carry ſo much Sail o' your 
Head Top and Top-gallant, by the Mets. 

Frail. No, why ſo? | 

Ben. Why, an you do, you may run the risk to be over. ſet, and 
then you'll carry your Keels above Water, he, he, he. | 

Ang. I ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verrieſt Wag in Nature; an 
abſolute Sea- wit. 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has Parts, but, as I told you before, they 
wan a little Poliſhing: You muſt not take any thing ill, Madam. 

Ben. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; I mean all in 
good part: For if I give a Jeſt, I'll take: a Jeſt: And ſo Forſooth 
you may be as free with me. 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended; 


but me- 


- thinks, Sir Sampſon, you ſhould leave him alone with his Miſtreſs. 


Mr. Tattle, we muſt not hinder Lovers. 
Tatt. Well, Mits, I have your Promiſe. [46 de to Mi J. 
Sir Sap. Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true: Look you, 


Ben; this is your Miſtreſs——Come, Miſs, you muſt not be ſhame- 


fac'd, we'll leave you together. 
Miſs. I can't abide to be left alone, ment my Couſin ſtay 


with me? 


Sir amp. No, no. Come, let 8 away. | 
Ben. Look you, Father, As 4% 6X ene Woman went 
take a liking to me. | © 
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Sir amp. I warrant thee, Boy; come, come, we'll be gone; Fl 
venturethay. nt Si, Exeunt all but Ben. and Miſs. 
Ben. Come Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? for an you 
ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſnall never grapple together — Come, 
I'll haulc a Chair; there, an n ſit, Pl fir by you. 
Mis. You need not fit ſo near one, if you have any thing to ſay, 
I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 7 (11713 784 | 


Ben. Why that's true, as you fay, nor Ian't dumb, I can be heard 
as far as another, ll heaye off to plèeaſe you. Nr brnk/5c off. 
An we were a League aſurder, I'd undertake to hold Diſcourſe with 

u, an *cwere not a main high Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. . 
ook you forſooth, I am as it were bound for the Land of Matri- 
mony; *tis a Voyage, d' ye ſee, that was none of my ſeeking, I 


was commanded by Father, and if you like of it, may-hap I may 


ſteer into your Harbour. How ſay you, Miſtreſs, the ſhort of the 
thing is this, that if you like me, and I like you, we may chance 
to ſwing ina Hammock together. Fo. 8 
Miſs. I dont know what to ſay to you, nor I don't care to ſpeak 
with you at all. ö 

Ben. No, I'm ſorry for that But pray, why are you fo 
ſcornful ? | | 

Miſs. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, one had better 
not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I-wow' tell a Lic for the mat. 
ter. a | | 1 
Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly to lie: For to. 
ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary way; is as it were, 
to look one way, and to row another. Now, for my part d'yc 
ſee, I'm for carrying things above Board, I'm not for keeping any 
thing under Hatches, lo chat if you ben't as willing as J tay ſo. 
a God's name, there's no harm done; may-hap you may be ſhame- 
fac'd; ſome. Maidens, thof they love a Man well enough, yet 
they don't care to tell'n ſo to's Face: If thats the Cale, why Si- 
lence gives Conſent. "= / OY Ton 

Mziſs. But I'm ſure it is not ſo, for Fil ſpeak ſooner than you 
ſhould believe that; and Ill ſpeak Truth, tho one ſhould always 
tell a Lie to a Man; and I don't care, let my Father do what he 


* 


will; Im too big to be whipp'd, ſo E tell you plainly, L dont 


like you, nor love you at all, nor never will, that's more: So, 
there's your Anſwer for you; and don't trouble me no more, you 
ugly thing. — | n 5 
Ben. Look you, Young Woman, you. may learn to give good 
Words however. I ſpoke you fair, dye ſec, and civil. — As for 
ro | - | your 
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1 
your Love or your Liking, I don't value it of a Rope's end 
And may-hap I like you as little as you do me: What I ſaid 


vas in obedience to Father; Gad, I fear a whipping no more than 


you do. But I tell you one thing, if you ſhould give ſuch Lan- 
guage at Sea, you'd have a Cat of Nine-tails laid croſs your Shoul- 
ders. Fleſh! who are you? You heard t'other handſome Young 
Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own accord: Whatever you 
think of your ſelf, Gad I don't think you are any more to compare 
to her, than a Can of Small- beer to a Bowl of Punch. TI 
Miſs. Well, and there's a handfome Gentleman, anda fineGen- 
tleman, and a ſwect Gentleman that was here, that loves me, and 
I love him; and if he fees you ſpeak to me any more, he'll thraſh 
your Jacket for you, he will, you great Sea-calf. Y 
Ben. What, Co you mean that tair-weather Spark that was here 


juſt now? Will he thraſh my Jacket?——Let',—let'n——But an 


he comes near me, may-hap I may giv'na Salt Eel for's Supper, for 


all that. What docs Father mean, to leave me alone as ſoon as I 


come home with ſuch a dirty DoW dy. Sea-calf? I an't Calf e- 
nough to lick your chalk'd Face, you Cheeſe-curd you. marry 
thee! Oons, Ill marry a Lapland Witch as ſoon, and live upon 
ſelling of contrary Winds, and wrack'd Veſſels. | 
Aſs. I won't be call'd Names, nor I won't te abus'd thus, ſo J 
won't.——IfI were a Man Cries. V ou durſt not talk at this 
rate No you durſt not, you ſtinking Tar-Barrel. 
Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 
Mrs. Fore. They have quarrell'd, juſt as we could wiſh. — 


Ben. Tar- barrel? Let your Sweet- heart there call me fo, if hell 


take your part, your Tom Eſſence, and Ill fay ſomething to him; 


Gad I'll lace his Musk-Doublet for him, IIl make him ſtink; he 

ſhall ſmell more like a Weaſel than a Civet-Cat, afore I ha' done 

with en. | | | 
Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter, Miſs? What, does ſhe 


cry? Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to her? · 


Ben. Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll ſhe has 
been gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, and now it rains out 
at her Eyes. | 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Mifs, come along with me, and tell me, poor Child. 
Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do? I here's my Brother Foreſght and 


Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 4, cown into the Par- 


lour, and Ill carry Mr. Benjamin into my Chamber, for they muſt 
not know that they are fall'n out. Come, Sir, will you venture 
your ſelf with me? _ __ - | Looks kindly on him. 
3 | : Ben. 


» wu WS 95 eee 


eg On on on 
Ben. Venture, Meſs, and that I will, tho' twere to Sea in a 
Storm. e n LExeant. 
2 Enter Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 2 

Sir Samp. I left em together here, What, are they gone? Bens 


a brisk Boy; he has got her into a Corner, Father's own Son, faith, 


he'll touzle her, and mouzle her: The Rogue's ſharp ſet,” coming 
from Sea; if he ſhould not ſtay for faying Grace, old Foreſight, but 
fall to without the help of a Parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhould I could 
not be angry with him; 'twould be but like me, A Chip of the Old 
Block. Ha!] thou'rt melancholy, old Prognoſtication; as melancho- - 
ly as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt, or par'd thy Nails of a Sunday: 
—— Come, cheer up, look about thee: Look up, old Star-Gazer. 
Now is he poring upon the Ground for a crooked Pin, or an old 
Horſe- nail, with the Head towards him. 8 1 
Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to morrow Morning. 
Sir Samp. With all my Heart. | 


Fore. At Ten a Clock, punctually at Ten. 
Sir Samp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou ſhalt ſet thy Watch, 


and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Motions; they ſhall be mar- 
ry'd to a Minute, go to Bed to a Minute; and when the Alarm 
rikes, they ſhall keep time like the Figures of St. Dunſtan's Clock, 
and Conſummatum eſt ſhall ring all over the Pariſh. 6 
n Enter Scandal. | 
Scan. Sir Sampſon, ſad News. 
Fore. Bleſs us! 


Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter? 


Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and him and 
all of us, more than any thing elſe? + | ed | 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, I don't know any univerſal Grieyance, 
but a new Tax, and the Loſs of the Canary Fleet; without Pope- 
ry ſhould be Landed in the Meſt, or the French Fleet were at An- 
chor at Blackwall. 7 2 
Scan. No. Undoubtedly, Mr. Forcſight knew all this, and might 
have prevented it. n 


Fore. Tis no Earthquake 8 eh | | 
Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. But we don't know what 


it may come to——But it has had a Conſequence already that 
touches us all. | Ce ene 
Sir Samp. Why, body o' me, out with't. | Shale oh: 
Sean. Something has appear'd to your Son Yalentimne—— He's 
gone to Bed upon't, and very ill He ſpeaks little, 2 ſays he 
e 


has a World to ſay. Asks for W and the wile Porefight ; 


— 


Talks 


| On OO 
talks of Raymond Lully, and the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets 
to impart I ſuppoſe to you two. I can get nothing out of him but Sighs. 
He deſires may ſce you in the Morning, but would not bediſturb'd 
to Night, becauſe he has ſome Buſineſs to do in a Dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with his Dreams or his 
Divination——Body o' me, this is a Trick to defer Signing the Con- 
veyance. I warrant the Devil will cell him in a Dream, that hemuſt 

not part with his Eſtate: But Pl bring him a Parſon to tell him, 
that the Devil's a Lia Or if that won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer 
that ſhall out-lie the Devil. And fo Pll try whether my Black- 
Guard or his ſhall get the better of the Day. [ Ext. 

Scan. Alas, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right——You are 
2 wiſe Man, and a conſcientious Man; a Searcher into Obſcuri 
and Futurity; and if you commit an Error, it is with a great deal 
of Conſideration, and Diſcretion, and Caution 

Fore, Ah, good Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you But Sir 
Sampſon is haſty, very haſty;-—Pm afraid he is not ſcrupulous e- 
nough, Mr. Forefight He has been wicked, and Heay'n grant 
he may mean well in his Affair new? ca But my Mind gives 
me, theſe things cannot be wholly inſignificant. You are wiſe, and 

ſhould not be over-reach'd, methinks you ſhould not 
. Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal. Humanum eſt errare. 

Scan. You ſay true, Man will err; meer Man will err but 
you are ſomething more There have been wiſe Men; but 
they were ſuch as you Men who conſulted the Stars, and were” 
Obſervers of Omens— Salomon was Wiſe, but how ?—b 
_—_ udgment in Aſtrology—— So ſays Pineda, in his Third Bool: 
and Eighth Chapter 

Fore. You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal 

Scan. A Trifler but a Lover of the Art And the Wiſe 
Men of the Eaſt ow'd their Inſtruction to a Star, which is rightly 
obſery'd by Gregory the Great in Favour of Aſtrology : And Alber- 
tus Magnus makes it the moſt valuable Science, Becauſe, ſays he, 
- _—_ us to conſider the Cauſation of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of 

gs. CET | | 

Fore. I proteſt J honour you, Mr. Scandal. I did not think you 
had been read in theſe Matters Few young Men are inclin'd 

Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclin'd me—Burt I fear this 

Marriage, and making over this Eſtate, this transferring of a right- 
ful Inheritance, will bring Judgments upon us. I propheſie it, and 
I would not have the Fate of Coendra. not to be beliey'd. V. 
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lentine is difturb'd, what can be the Cauſe of that? and Sir Samp/on 
is hurry'd on by an unuſual Violence I fear he does gt act whol- 
ly from himſelf; methinks he does not look as he uſe F*: 
Fore. He was always of an impetuous Nature g as to this 
Marriage I have conſulted the Stars; and all Appearances; are 
proſperous | | | : 
Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the Proſpect of world- 
i Lucre carry you beyond your Judgement, nor againſt your Con- 
cience——Yoou are not ſatisfy'd that you act juſtly. 2 
Fore. How! © | LE. . 
Scan. You are not ſatisfy'd, I ſay I am loath to diſcourage 
you But it is palpable that you are not ſatisfy'd. | 
; e How does it appear, Mr. Scandal, I think I am very well 
atisfy'd. | 
Scan. Either you ſuffer your ſelf tu deceive your felf, or you do 
not know your ſelf, | $a. | 
Fore. Pray explain your ſelf. 
Scan. Do you Sleep well o' Nights? 
Fore. Very well. 
Scan. Are you certain? You do not look fo. 
fore. I am in Health, I think. A 
Scan. So was Valentine this Morning; and look'd juſt fo. 
Fore. How! Am I alter'd any way? I don't perceive it. 
Scan. That may be, but you Beard is longer than it was two 
Hours ago. | 
Fore. Indeed! Bleſs me. 
BED Enter Mrs. Foreſight. | 
Mrs. Fore. Husband, will you go to Bed? it's Ten a Clock. 
Mr. Scandal, your Servant. ook | 
Scan, Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſign But I muſt 
work her into the Project. You keep early Hours, Madam. 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Foreſight is punctual, we fit up after him. 
Fore. My Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your little Looking-glaſs. 
Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam Lil tell you the reaſon. | She 
gives him the Glaſs : Scandal and ſbe whiſper.) My Paſſion for you 
is grown ſo violent that I am no longer Maſter of my felf—— _ 
I was interrupted in the 3 when you had Charity enough 
to give me your Attention, and J had Hopes of finding another 
Opportunity of explaining my ſelf to you: but was diſappoint- 
ed all this Day; and the Uneaſinefs that has attended me ever 
ſince, brings me now hither at this unſcapnagigHtour— VE As 
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+ Mrs; Fore... Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make Love to 
me! before my Husband's Face? I'Il ſwear III tell him. 
Sean, Do, TI die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim my Paſſion. 
But come little farther this way, and Pl! tell you what Project I 
had to get him out of the way; that I might have an Opportunity 
of waiting upon you. hi ſper. 
Foreſight Jooking in the Glaſs. 
- Fare. 1 do not ſee any Revolution here; Methinks I look 
With a ſerene and benign Aſpect pale, a little pale —— but 
the Roſes of theſe Checks have been gather'd many Years, — ha! 
I do not like that fudden F luſhing Gone already! hem, 
hem, hem! faintiſh, My Heart is pretty good; yet it 2 and 
my Pulſes, ha I have none Mercy on mc hum 
Ves, here they are Gallop, gallop, — = gallop, 
gallop, hey! Whither will they hurry me? they re gone 
again And now I'm faint again; and ID 5 ag and — 
and my hem breath, hem grows ſhort; hem! hem! 
he, he, hem . 
Scan. It takes, purſue it in the Name of Love and Pleaſure: 
Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Foreſight £ 
F Hum, not ſo well asI thought I was. Lend me your Hand. 
Scan. Look you there now——Y our lar ſays your Sleep has 
been unquiet of late. 
FHore. Very likely. 
Mrs. Fore. O, mighty reſtleſs, but I was Send to tell him { log, 
— Ale has been ſubie& to Talking and Starting. 
Scan. And did not uſe to be ſo. . 
Mrs. Fore. Never, never; *till within theſe three N ights; I can- 
not ſay, that he has once broken my Reſt, ſince we have been 
marryid. | 
Fore, I will go to Bed. | 6 
Scan. Do ſo, Mr. Foreſi ght, and lay woe Prayers; He 
looks better than he did. 5 
Mrs. fore. Nurſe, Nurſe! 
Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal? 
Scan. Yes, yes, I hope ie wal be "_ by FRY, taking it 
in time. 
Fore. J hope ſo. 


* * 


Euter Nurſe. 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, your Maſter is not well; put him to o Bed. 
Scan. I hope you. will be able to ſee Valentine inthe Morning. 
you had beſt take a little Diacodion and ee and lye u | 
your Back, may be you may Dream, _ Hh , 


1 IC 43 1* . 
Pore. I thank you, Mr: Scandal, I will —— Nurſe, POR: oe: 
2 Watch-light, and lay the Cams, of Comfort by me. 
Murſe. Ves, Sir. 1 1 * 
Fore. And hem, hem! Iam very faint-——— * 
| Scan. No, no, you look much better. | | 
| Fore. Do]? And dye hear bring me, let me 6 
within a Quarter of Twelve hem he, hem juſt upon 
the turning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal; And I hope, 
neither the Lord of my Alcendant; n nor the Moon will be combuſt ; 
and then I may do well. 
Scan. I hope ſo Leave that to me; I will eret a Scheme; 
and 1 Rags I thall find both Sol and Venus in the ſixth Houſe. 
Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that would be a 
Comfort to me. Hem, hem! good Night. Tix. ; 
Scan. Good Night, good Mr. Foreſight ;——— and L hope 
Mars and Venus will be in Conjunction; — -whilc your Wife 
and I are together. 
Mrs. Fore. Well, and what Uſe do you hope to make of this 
Project? You don't think that you are ever like to ſucceed in your 
Deſign upon me. 
Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I have a better Opinion both # you. 5 
and my ſelf than to deſpair. 
Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch-: a Toad—hark ye Devil; do 
you think any Woman honeſt ? 
.. Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt; 
Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 
Mrs. hore. Pihaw but Virtuous, I mean. 
Scan. Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are Virtuous too; | 
but *tis as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, thro? Fear: For 
why ſhould a Man court Danger, or a Woman ſhun Pleaſure. 
Mrs. Fore. O Monſtrous ! What are Conſcience and Honour? 
Scan. Why, Honour is a Publick Enemy, and Conſcience a 
Domeſtick Thief; and he that would ſecure his Pleaſure, muſt pay 
a Tribute to one, and go halves with t'other. As for Honour, 
that you have ſecur'd, for you have purchas'd a perpetual W 8 
tunity for Pleaſure. 
Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleafure!! | 
Scan. Ay, your Husband, a Husband is an Opportunity for 
Pleaſure, fo you have taken care of Honour, and tis the leaſt 2 
can do to take care of Conſcience. 
Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think e are free for one mother? 
Scan. Yes, Faith, I think ſo; I love to 9 e my Mind. 


| they'll cheat A little at © 


"Mrs Fare. 
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Mrs. Fore. Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now as to this Affair 


between you and me. Here you make Love to me; why, I'll 


confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. Your Perlon i 1s well enougt {and 
your Underſtanding is not amiſs. 

Scan. I have no great Opinion of my ſelf; yet, I 95 I'm 
neither Deform'd, nor a Fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a Villanous Character; you are a Li- 
bertine in Speech, as well as Practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you would fay,— — —you think 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with me, than to 
allow ſome other Men the laſt Favour; you miſtake, the Liberty 
] take in Talking is purely affected for the Service of your Sex. 
He that firſt cries out ſtop Thief, is often he that has ſtoln the 
Treaſure. I am a e that act by Confederacy; and if you 
pleaſe, we'll put a Trick upon the World. 

Mrs. Fore. Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal Juggler, 
that Pm afraid you have a great many Confederates. 

Scan. Faith, Pm ſound. 

Mrs. Fore. O, ftie— Pll ſwear you "re Impudent. 

Scan. I'll ſwear you're Handſom. 

Mrs. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me fo, tho' you did not think ſo. 

Scan. And you'd think fo, tho? I ſhould not tell you ſo: And 
now I think we know one another pretty well. 

Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here? 

Enter Mrs. Frail and Ben. 

Een. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind Father has nothing 
to do with me Nay, I can't ſay that neither; he has ſome- 
thing to do with me. But what does that ſignific? If fo be, that 
I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtrive 
againſt Wind and Tide. 

Frail. Ay, but my Dear, we muſt keep it ſecret 'till the Eſtate 


be ſettled; for you know Marrying without an Laut is like Sail- 


ing in a Ship without Ballaſt. 

Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all the World it 
is indeed, as like as two Cable Ropes. 

Frail. And tho' I have a good Ape you know one would 
not venture all in one Bottom 

Ben. Why that's true again; for may-hap one Bottom may 


| fpring a Leak. You have hut it indeed, Meſs pong ve nick d the 


Channel. 
Frail. Well, but x 155 ſhould forlake me alter al, you'd break 
wy Heart. _- 
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Ben. Break your Heart? Ide rather the Mary: gold Gould break 2 
her Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, you don't think 
I'm falſe-hearted, like a Land- man. A Sailer will be honeſt, thof* 
may: hap he has never a Penny of Mony in his Pocket——May-hap 
I may not have ſo fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but for 
— I've as good Blood 1 in my Veins, and a Heart as ſound as 
a Bisket. 


Frail. And will you love me always? X 
Ben. Nay, an I love once, III ſtick like Pitch; I tell you that. 


Come, Ill ſing you a Song of a Sailor. 

Frail. Hold, there's my Siſter, Pll call her to hear it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; I won't go to Bed to my Husband to 0 
becauſe I'll retire to my own Chamber, and think of what you have 
ſaid. 

Scan.” Well; you'll give me leave ro wait upon you to your 
Chamber - door; and leave you my laſt Inſtructions? 

. Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my Siſter coming toward us. 

Frail. If it won't interrupt yy Til entertain you with a- 
Song. | 
Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ships-Crew* 8 Wife; . 
our Boat- ſwain made the Song, may-hap you may know her, Sir. 
Before ſhe was marry'd, ſhe was call'd Buxom Joan of Deptford. 

Scan. J have heard of her. Ben. Sings. 


B A L L. A B 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. | 


Soldier, and a Sailor, — 
A Tinker, and a Tailor, | - 
Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, | 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan. 

For now the Time was ended,” 
When ſhe no more intended, 
To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, | 
And gnau the Sheets in vain, Sir,. 
And hes Nights _ | 


The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 
He lou'd her more than Plunder; 


. 
And fhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, OY 
That-he had brought from far, Sir, 
Mtb fighting for her ſake. * 
The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
With off 'ring her his Meaſure. 
The Tinker too with Mettle, 
Said he could mend her Kettle, 
Ad ſtop up ev'ry Leak. * 


But while theſe three . prating, 
The Sailor ſlily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir : 
He then might play his Part. 
And juſt &en as he meant, Sir, Wn 
To Loggerheads they went, Sir, 
And then he let flie at her, 
A Shot *twixt Wind and Water, 
That won this Fair Maid's Hart. 


Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee meare not gone, you 
ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can Dance ſometimes, as well as other 
Folks. [ hiſtles.] I warrant that brings em, an they be within 
hearing. Enter Seamen. | | 
Oh here they be And Fiddles along with em: Come, my Lads, 
let's have a Round, and I'll make one. | [ Dance. 
Ben. We're merry Folk, we Sailors, we han't much to care fore. 
Thus we live at Sea; cat Bisket, and drink Flip; put on a clean 
Shirt once a Quarter Come home, and lye with our Landla- 
dies once a Year, get rid of a little Mony; and then put off with 
the next fair Wind. How d'ye like us? | = 

Frail. O you are the happieſt; merrieſt Men alive. 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholding to Mr. Benjamin for this Enter- 
tainment. | 9 1 | 
I believe it's late. . 
Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt go to Bed. 
For my part, I mean to toſs a Can, and remember my Sweet- 
Heart, a- fore I turn in; may- hap I may dream of her. 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and dream too. 

Scan. Why Faith, I have a good lively Imagination; and can 
dream as much to the purpoſe as another, if I ſet about it: But 

n f 1 Dreaming 
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Dreaming is the poor Retreat of a lazy, hopeleſs, and imperfect 
Lover; tis the laſt 388 of Love to worn- out Sinners, and the 


faint Dawning of a Bliſs to wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys. 
There's nought but willing, waking Love, that can 


| Make bleſs'd the Ripen'd Maid and Finiſh'd Man. [Exeunt. . 


The End of the Third Aft.  - 


ACT IV. SCENE I 
Valentine's Lodging. 


Enter Scandal and Jeremy. 


4 


and talk madly ? 5 
Fere. Yes, Sir; you need make no great Doubt of that; he that 


was ſo near turning Poet yeſterday Morning, can't be much to ſeek 
in playing the Madman to Day. 


Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the Reaſon of 


his Deſign? - | 
: ere. No, Sir, not yet; He has a mind to try, whether his 


laying the Madman, won't make her play the Fool, and fall in 
ds with him; or at leaſt own, that ſhe has loy'd him all this 
while, and conceal'd it. N | 
Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; and think 

I heard her bid the Coachman drive hither. | 


Fere. Like enough, Sir, for I told her Maid this Morning, my 
Maſter was run ſtark mad only for Love of her Miſtreſs; I hear a 
Coach ſtop; if it ſhould be ſhe, Sir, I believe he would not ſec her, 


till he hears how ſhe takes it. | 

Scan. Well, III try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 

Enter Angelica with Jenny. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a Novelty, to 
ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own Lodgings in a Morning ? 

Scan. Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when a Lady 
comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and make manifeſt the 
cruel Triumphs of her Beauty, the Barbartty of it ſomething ſur- 


prizes me. 


Ang. I don't like Raillery from a ſerious Face pray tell me 


what is the matter? 3 


Wa is your Maſter ready; does he look madly, : 
e 


. 


%. 
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1 
Fere No ſtrange matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, that's all: 
I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him ſo a great while. 
Ang. How d'ye mean, mad? LR 
Fere. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his Wits, juſt 
as he was poor for want of Mony; his Head is Cen as light as his 
Pockets; and any body that has a mind to a bad Bargain, can'tdo 
better than to beg him for his Eſtate. | 
Ang. If you ſpeak Truth, your endeayouring at Wit is very un- 
ſcafonable—— 3 | 
Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. 2 80 [ A/ide. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo much Inhu- 
manity, as not to be concern'd for a Man I muſt own my ſelf ob- 
lig'd to pray tell me Truth. | 
Scan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lie would mend the mat- 
ter. But this is no new Effect of an unſucceſsful Paſſion. 
Ang. aſide.) I know not what to think Vet I ſhould be vext 
to have a Trick put upon me May I not ſee him? 
Scan. Pm afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhould fee him 


yet Jeremy, go in and enquire. Exit Jere. 
Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and ſmile— I fancy tis a Trick 
Ill ery I would diſguiſe to all the World a Failing, 


which I muſt own to you I tear my Happineſs depends upon 
the Recovery of Valentine. Thereforc I conjure you, as you are his 
Friend, 1 as you have Compaſſion upon one fearful of Afflicti- 
on, o tell me what I am to hope for Il cannot ſpeak - But 
you may tell me, tell me, for you know what I would ask? 
Scan. So, this is pretty plain Be not too much concerned, 
Madam; I hope his Condition is not deſperate: An Acknowledg- 
ment of Love from you, perhaps, may work a Cure; as the Fear 
of your Averſion occaſion'd his Diſtemper. 
Ang. aſide.| Say you ſo; nay then I'm convinc'd: And if I don't 
play Trick for Trick, may I never taſte the pleaſure of Revenge. 
Acknowledgment of Love! I find you have miſtaken my Com- 
paſſion, and think me guilty of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger to. 
But I haye too much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much Cha- 
rity to ſuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good Nature 

and Humanity oblige me to be.concern'd for him; but to Love is 
neither in my Power nor Inclination: And if he can't be cur'd with- 
out I ſuck the Poiſon from his Wounds, Pm afraid he won't reco- 
ver his Senſes till I loſe mine. 

Scan. Hey, brave Woman, I faith——Won't you ſee him then, 

if he deſire it? 1 


Ang. 


— 


= 4 - 
V - 
— of 4 5 
> 4 BK 

-— * © 4 : N 

- _ 
p — 
* P ' 
: * 5 _ 
D *.. . 
— 
- * 
- — 


Ang. What ſigniſie a Madman's Deſires? Beſides, twould make 


If I don't fee him, perhaps my Concern for him 


me uneaſie 


may leſſen If I forget him, tis no more than he has done by 


himſelf; and now the Surprize is over, methinks I am not half ſo 
ſorry as I was Eo 


Scan. So, Faith good Nature works apacez you were confeſſing | 


juſt now an Obligation to his Loye. 5 | 
Ang. But I have conſider'd that Paſſions are unreaſonable and in- 


voluntary; if he loves, he can't help it; and if I don't love, I can't 
help it; no more than he can help his being a Man, or I my being 
a Woman; or no more than I can help my want of Inclination to 
ſtay longer here Come, Jenny. Exit Ang. and Jenny. 
Scan. Humh! An admirable Compoſition, Faith, this 


ſame Womankind. 


Enter Jeremy. 
Fere. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? | | 
Scan. Gone; why the was never here, nor any where elſe; nor: 


I don't know her if I ſee her, nor you neither. | 
ere. Good-lack! What's the Matter now? Are any more of us 


to be mad? Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to fee her, and is almoſt - 
mad in good earneſt, with the joyful News of her being here. 


Scan. We are all under a Miſtake————Ask no Queſtions, for 


I can't reſolve you, but Pll inform your Maſter. In the mean time, 
if our Project ſucceed no better with his Father than it does with 
his Miſtreſs, he may deſcend from his Exaltation of Madneſs into 
the Road of common Senſe, and be content only to be made a 
Fool with other reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampſon, you know 
your Cue; Þ'll to your Maſter. _ E | Exit. 
Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with a Lauper. 

Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper ſignd with 
his own Hand. ; . b 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn in this 


Box, if he be ready to Sign and Seal. | 
Sir Samp. Ready, Body o'me, he muſt be ready; his ſham Sick- 


neſs ſhan't excuſe him—O, here's his Scoundrel. Sirrah, where's 


your Maſter? 1 
Fere. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. | ee 
Sir Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead? | 
Fere. No, Sir, not dead. BE þ 1 
Sir Samp. What, is he gone out of Town, run away, ha! has 


he trick d me? ſpeak, Varlet. 
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1 
Fere. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were but as ſound, 
poor Gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, and not here, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Hey-day, Raſcal, do you banter me? Sirrah, d'ye 
banter me. Speak Sirrah, where 1s he, for I will find him. 8 

Fere. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt himſelf, Indeed, 
Sir, I have a-moit broke my Heart about him I can't refrain 
Tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as melancholy for him as a 
Paſſing-Bell, Sir; or a Horſe in a*Pound. 

Sir Samp. A Pox confound your Similitudes, Sir— - Speak 
to be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what the Matter is 
with him, or I'll crack your Fools Scull. 255 

Fere. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the matter with him, Sir, 
his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentleman; hes ſtark mad, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Mad! 1 

Buck. What, is he Non Compos? 

Fere. Quite Non Compos, Sir. 

Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he be Non 
Compos mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no Effect, it is not 

d in Law. r | | 
Sir damp. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, Sir Mad, 
I'll make him find his Senſes. 

Fere. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; Pl knock at the Door. 
[ Goes to the Scene, which opens and diſcovers Valentine 
| upon a Couch diſorderly dreſs'd, Scandal by him. 

Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do? 

V, Ha! Who's that? . [ Starting. 
Fe Scan. For Heaven's ſafe ſoftly, Sir, and gently; don't proyoke 
= | ” (A a 
Hal. Anſwer me: Who is that? and that?. | 
Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he miſchieyous ? 
Pl ſpeak gently Hal, Val, do'ſt thou not know me, Boy? 
Not know thy own Father, Val! I am thy own Father, and this 
is honeſt Brief Buckram the Lawyer. | 

Val. It may be ſo I did not know you the World is 
full There are People that we do know, and People that we 
do not know; and yet the Sun ſhines upon all alike — There 


- 


© are Fathers that have many Children; and there are Children that 

 haye many Fathers——'tis ſtrange! But I am Truth, and come 

to give the World the Lie. | 

| ir Famp. Body o' me, I know not what to ſay to him. 1 
ul. Why does that Lawyer wear Black? — Does he carry his 


Conſcience without - ide? Lawyer, what art thou? Doſt thou 
know me? * 5 


_ 


Buck. 


By , il 51 ] | 5 
Buck. O Lord, what muſt I fay? — Yes, Sir. 
Val. Thou lieft, for I am Truth. *Tis hard I cannot get a 


Livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out of Meſtminſter- 


Hall the firſt Day of every Term Let me ſee No mat- 
ter how long But I'll tell you one thing; it's a Queſtion that 
would puzzle an Arithmetician, if you ſhould ask him, whether 
the Bible faves more Souls in eſiminſter-Abby, or damns more in 
Weſtminſter- Hall: For my part, I am Truth, and can't tell; I have 
very few Acquaintance. . | ANY 5 Na 

Sir Samt Body o' me, he talks ſenſibly in his Madneſs — Has 
he no Interyals? F | 

Zere. Very ſhort, Sir. XY REDD of 

Buck. Sir, I can do you no Service while he's in this Condition: 
Here's your Paper, Sir He may do me a Miſchief if I ſtay —- 


The Conveyance is ready, Sir. If he recover his Senſes. [ Exit. 


Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 


Scan. You'd better let him go, Sir; and fend for him if there be 


occafion; for I fancy his Preſence provokes him more. 


Lal. Is the Lawyer gone? Tis well, then we may drink about 


without going together by the Ears — heigh ho! What a Clock 

is't? My Father here! Your Bleſſing, Sir? | 
Sir Samp. He recoyers---bleſs thee, /a/---How do'ſt thou do, Boy? 
Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well I have been a little out 

of Order? won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 8 
Sir Samp. Ay, Boy,. — Come, thou ſhalt fit down by me. 
Hal. Sir, *tis my Duty to wait. | 


Sir Samp. No, no, come, come, fit you down, honeſt . 
How do'ſt thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe Oh, pretty well ; 
now, Hal: Body o' me, I was ſorry to ſee thee indiſpos'd: But 


Im glad thou'rt better, honeſt Val. 
Yal. I thank you, Sir. : 
Scan. Miracle! the Monſter grows loving. | Aſide. 
Sir Samp. Let me fell thy Hand again, Val; it does notſhake— 
believe thou can'ſt Write, Val: Ha, Boy? thou can'ſt Write 
thy Name, Val? Jeremy, ſtep and overtake Mr: Buc ram, 


bid him make haſte back with the Conveyance—quick——quick. 
{ In Whiſper to Jeremy. ] 1 Exit Jere. 
Scan. Aſide.) That ever I ſhould ſuſpect ſuch a Heathen of any 


Remorſe! 


Sir Samp. Do'ſt thou know this Paper, Val: I know thou'rt 


honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. | 


[Shes bimphe Paper, bus holds it our of bisreach. 
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Val. Pray let me fee it, Sir. You hold it fo far off, that I can't 
tell whether I know it or no OY: 8 
Sir amp. See it, Boy? Ay, ay, why thou do'ſt ſee it- 
tis thy own Hand, Fal. Why, let me fee, I can read it as plain as 
can be: Look you here | Reads. ] The Condition ofthis Obligation 
Look you, as plain as can be, ſo it begins And then at the 
bottom As it] Hand, V ALENTINE LEGEND, in great 
Letters. Why, *tis as plain as the Noſe in one's Face: What, are 
my Eyes better than thine? I belicve I can read it farther off yet- T 
let me ſcte. ' = | Stretches his Arm as far as he can. 
Hal. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 
Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou Ay, with all my 
Heart 


What matter is it who holds it? What need any Body 
hold it? —— PI put it up in my Pocket, Val. and then no Body 
need hold it [puts the Paper in his Pocket.| There Val; it's ſafe 

| enough, Boy But thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet 

JP thy Hand to another Paper, little Val. 

Re-enter Jeremy with Buckram. 

| Val. What, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, *tis the Law- 

yer with an itching Palm; and he's come to be ſcratch d—— My 

Nails are not long enough ——— Let me have a Pair of Red-hot 

3 Tongues quickly, quickly, and you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſtan, 

nzznd lead the Devil by the Noſe. | 

Buck. O Lord, let me be gone; Il not venture my ſelf with a 

Madman. 5 [Exit Buckram. 

Lal. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run ſo faſt, Honeſty will not 
overtake you Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue found me out to be in 

Forma Pauperis preſently. | PLD * DN 

Sir Samp. Oons! What a Vexation is here! I know not what 

to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his Way? -I am Truth, and 

can ſet him right Hark ye, Friend, the ſtraight Road is the 

worſt Way you can go He that follows his Noſe always, will 

3 very often be led into a Stink. Probatum eff, But what are you 

| for? Religion or Politicks? There's a couple of Topicks for you, 

Y no more like one another than Oil and Vinegar; and yet thoſe 
Wo beaten together by a State-Cook, make Sauce for the whole 

Nation. ns 5 . 
Sir Samp. What the Devil had I to do, ever to beget Sons? 

Why did I ever marry? , 3 

Val. Becauſe thou wer't a Monſter; old Boy? The two 

greateſt Monſters in the World, are a Man and a Woman; what's 

thy Opinion? _ „ 
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Sir Samp. Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two Mon ſters join'd 
together, make yet a greater, that's a Man and his Wife. 


Val. A ha! Old Truepenny, ſay'ſt thou fo? Thou haſt nick d 


it But it's wonderful ſtrange, eremy / 
Jere. What is, Sir? 


Val. That Gray Hairs ſhould cover a green Head—and I 3 


a Fool of my Father. 
nter Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, and Frail. 


Val. What” 's here!] Erra Pater? or a bearded Sybil? If Prophe: | 


cy comes, Truth muſt give Place. Exit with J ere 
Fore. What ſays he? What, did he Propheſie ? Ha, Sir Samy- 


ſon, bleſs us! How are we? 


Sir Samp. Are we? A Pox o' your Prognoſtication Why, 5 
we are Fools as we uſe to be ons, that you could not fore- | 


{ce, that the Moon- would predominate, and my Son be mad 
Where's your Oppoſitions, your Trines, and your Content —— 
What did your Cardan and your Ptolome tell you? Your Meſſaba- 
lah and your Longomontanus, your Harmony of Chiromancy with 


Aſtrology. Ah! pox on't, that I that know the World, and Men 


and Manners, that don't believe a Syllable in the Sky, and Stars, 


and Sun, and Almanacks, and Traſh, ſhould be directed by a 


Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer Buſineſs in Expectation of a 


lucky Hour. When, body o' me, there never was a lucky Hour 

after the firſt Opportunity. Exit Sir Samp. 
Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your Head This is none of 

you lucky Hour; Nemo omnibus horis ſupit. What, is he gone, and in 


contempt of Science! Ill Stars and unconverted Ignorance attend him. 
Scan. You muſt excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Foreſight ; for he has 
been heartily vex'd——His Son is Non compos mentis, and thereby 
incapable of making any Conveyance in Law, ſo cen all his Mea- 


ſures are diſappointed. 
Fore. Ha! Say you ſo? 


Frail. What, has my Sea-Lover loft his Aube of Hope then > 
[ Aide to Mrs. Foreſight. i 


Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him? 
Frail. Do with him? Send him to Sea again in the next foul 


Weather He's us'd to an inconſtant Element, and won't be 


8 onfidevs, 4 
Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomerhing elſe, that he 


ſurpriz'd to ſee the Tide turn d. 
Fore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to forele its? 


did not foreſee, and more particularly relative to his own Fortune, 


"Oy 46-to Mrs. Fore 
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Mrs. Fore, What do you mean? I don't underſtand you. 
Scan. Huſh, ſoftly The Pleaſures of laſt Night, my Dear, 
too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon.  - | | 
Mrs. Fore. Laft Night! and what would your Impudence infer 
from laſt Night? laſt Night was like the Night before, I think. 
Scan. S' death, do you make no difference between me and your 
Husband? e b 
Mrs. Fore. Not much, he's ſuperſtitious; and you are mad, 
in my Opinion. 
Scan. You make me mad 
collect your ſelf. 
Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were very impertinent 
and impudent, and would have come to Bed to me. 
Scan. And did not? 
Mrs. Fore. Did not! With that Face can you ask the Queſtion ? 
Scan. This I have heard of before, but never believ'd. I have 
been told, ſhe had that admirable quality of forgetting to a Man's 
Face in the Morning, that ſhe had lain with him all Night, and de- 
nying Favours with more Impudence than ſhe could grant em 
Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and honour you. — You look 
pretty well, Mr. Fore/ag ht ; How did you reſt laſt Night? 
Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with broken Dreams 
and diftrated Viſions, that I remember little. | 
Scan. *T was a very forgetting Night. But would you not talk 
with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand him; I'm apt to be- 
lievc, there is ſomething myſterious in his Diſcourſes, and ſometimes 
rather think him inſpir'd than mad. 
_ Fore. You ſpeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr. Scandal, 
truly I am inclining to your Twrk;/ Opinion in this Matter, 
and do reverence a Man whom the Vulgar, think mad. Let us go 
in to him. | 205 | 28 5 
Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'll find out my Lover, and 


You are not ſerious Pray re- 


give him his Diſcharge, and come to you. O' my Conſcience here 


e comes. [Exeunt Foreſight, Mrs. Fore. and Scandal. 


Enter Ben. | 

Ben. All mad, I think Fleſh, I believe all the Calentures of 
the Sea are come a-ſhore, for my part. * 
Fail. Mr. Benjamin in Choler! | Re 
Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough now I have found you, | 
Meſs, I have had ſuch a Hurricane upon your account yonder — 

Frail. My account, pray what's the matter? «9% 
Ben. Why, Father came and found me ſquabbling with yon a 
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fac d thing, as he would have me marry,—ſo he ask'd what was 


the matter He ask d in a ſurly fort of a way——(lt ſeems Bro- 
ther Val. is gone mad, and ſo that put'n into a Paſſion; but what 
did I know that, what's that to me? o he ask'd in a ſurly fort 
of manner, — and Gad I anſwer'd en as ſurlily,. What tho'f 
he be my Father, I an't bound Prentice to en So faith I told'n 
in plain terms, if I were minded to marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my 
ſelf, not him: And for the young Woman that he provided for me, 
I thought it, more fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and make 
Dirt-pies, than to look after a Husband; for my part I was none 
of her Man I had another Voyage to make, let him take it as 
he will. | | 

Frail. So then, you intend to go to Sea again ? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you, — 
tell him ſo much — 80 he ſaid he'd make my Heart ake; and if fo 


be that he could get a Woman to his Mind, he'd marry himſelf. , 
Gad, ſays I, an you play the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's 


more danger of your Head's aking than my Heart. He was 
woundy angry when I gay'n that wipe. He had'nt a Word to 
lay, and fo I left'n and the Green Girl together; may-hap the Bee 
_ bite, and he'll marry her himſelf, with all my Hearr. 


rail. And were you this undutiful and graceleſs Wretch to your - 


Father? | — Fr" 
Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt, if I am undutiful and 


graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did not get my ſelf. 

* Frail. O Impiety! how have I been miſtaken! what an inhu- 
man mercileſs Creature have I ſet my. Heart upon?. O 1 am happy 
to have difcover'd the Shelyes and Quickſands that lurk beneath 


that faithleſs ſmiling Face. 


Ben. Hey toſs! what's the matter now ? Why you ben't angry, 


be you? 


rail. O ſee me no more, for thou wert born amongſt Rocks, 


ſuckld by Whales, cradled in a Tempeſt, and whiſtled to by Winds; 
and thou art come forth with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of 
Teeth, a moſt outragious Fiſh of Prey. 2 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord, fhe's mad, poor young Woman; Love 
has turn d her Senſes, her Brain is quite over- ſet. Well-a-day, 
how ſhall I do to ſet her to rights? 7 


Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am wiſe enough to 


find you out. Hadſt thou the Impudence to aſpire at being a 
Husband with that ſtubborn and diſobedient Temper ?—— You 
that know not how to ſubmit. to a F * preſume to have a ſuffi- 


cient 
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cient ſtock of Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſhould have been finely 
fobb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd. 6 


Ben. Hark ye, Forſooth; if ſo be that you are in your right Sen- 
ſes, d'ye ſee, for ought as I perceive I'm like to be finely fobb'd, 
if I have got Anger here upon your Account, and you are 
tack'd about already What d'ye mean, after all your fair Specch- 
es, and /{troaking my Cheeks, and Kiſſing and Hugging, what 
would you ſheer off ſo? would you, and leave me a-ground ? 

Frail. No, Tl leave you a-drift, and go which Way you will. 

Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

trail. Only the Wind's chang d. ” 

Ben. More ſhame for you, the Wind's chang'd !——Ir's an 
ill Wind blows no Body good, —may-hap I have good riddance 
on you, if theſe be your Tricks, —what d'ye mean all this while, 
to make a Fool of me? — 

Frail. Any Fool, but a Husband. 


Ben. Husband ! Gad I would not be your Husband, if you 


would have me, now I know your Mind, tho'f you had your weight 
in Gold and Jewels, and tho'f I loy'd you never ſo well. 
Frail. Why, canſt thou love, Porpoiſe? 


Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call Names, I don't 


love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I did — I'm glad you 
ſhew your ſelf, Miſtreſs: 


| Let them marry you -as don't know 
you :——GadIknow you too well, by ſad experience; l believe he 
that marries you will go to Sea in a Hen- peck d Frigat——T belieye 


that, young Woman — and may-hap may come to an Anchor at 


Cuckolds-pornt ; ſo there's a daſh for you, take it as you will; may- 


- hap you may holla after me when I won't come too. [ Exit. 


Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on 't. — | AIG 
My true Love is gone to 9 — | Kings. 
Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 8 

O Siſter, had you come a minute ſooner, you would have ſeen 

the Reſolution of a Lover, ——Honefſt Tar and I are parted; — 


and with the ſame Indifference that we met O' my life I am 
half vex'd at the Inſenſibility of a Brute that I deſpis'd. 


Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt Heroically ? 5 
Frail. Moſt Tyrannically. for you ſee he has got the ſtart 
of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am left complaining on the 


 Shoar. But I'Il tell you a Hint that he has given me; Sir Sampſon 


is enraged, and talks deſperately of committing Matrimony himſelf. 


If he has a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more 


eftectually than upon me, if we could bring it abour, | 
. | ; Mrs. Fore, , 
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Mro. Fore. Oh hang him Old Fox, he's too cunning, beſides he 
hates both you and me.— But I have a Project m my Head 


for you, and I have gone a good way towards it. I have almoſt 
made a Bargain with Ferem, Valentine's Man, to fell his Mafter 
to us. | | Cz 

Frail. Sell him, how ? 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for her, 
and Jeremy ſays will take any Body for her that he impoſes on 
him. Now I have promis'd him Mountains, if in one of his 
mad Fits he will bring you to him in her ſtead, and get you Mar- 
ried together, and pur to Bed together; and after Conſummation, 
Girl, there's no revoking. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, 
he'll be glad at leaſt to make you a good Settlement — Here they 
come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like the Deſign. 

Enter Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight and Jeremy. © *- 

Scan. And have you given your Maſter a hint of their Plot up- 


on him? | To Jere. 

Fere. Yes, Sir; he fays hell fayour it, and miſtake her for 
Angelica. . 2 

Scan. It may make Sport. 

Fore. Mercy on us! 1 1 8 - : ar 
Val. Huſt Interrupt me not I'll whiſper Predicti- 
on to thee, and thou ſhalt Propheſie; I am Truth, and can 

teach thy Tongue a new Trick, — I have told thee what's 
paſt, — Now I tell what's to come; Doſt thou know 
what will happen to Morrow? Anſwer me. not for I 


will tell thee. To Morrow Knaves will thrive thro' Craft, and 
Fools thro' Fortune; and Honefty will go as it did, Froſt-nipp'd 
in a Summer Suit. Ask me Queſtions concerning to Morrow. 
Kan. Ask him, Mr. F © EH Ie INS 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court? | | 
Tal. Scandal will tell you; 
Fore. In the City ? | A | 
Val. Oh, Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches, at the uſual 
Hours. Yet you will fee ſuch Zealous Faces behind Counters, as 
if Religion were to be ſold in every Shop. Oh things will go me- 
thodically in the r the Clocks will ſtrike Twelve at Noon, 
and the Horn'd Herd Buz in the Exchange at Two. Wives and 
Husbands will drive diſtinct Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſepa- 
rately Occupy the Family. Coffee-Houſes will be full of Smoak 
and Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that ſweeps his Maſter's 


Shop in the Morning, may, n dirty his Sheets before 


Night. 


I am Truth, I never come there. 


-— — 


Night. But there are two things that you will ſee very ſtrange; 
which are Wanton Wives, with their Legs at Liberty, and Tame 
- Cuckolds, with Chains about their Necks. But hold, I muſt” 


dy ſhall know but Feremy. 
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examine you before I go further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you 


a Husband? 


Fore: I am Marrry'd.- | 

Val. Poor Creature! Is your Wife of Covent-Garden Pariſh? 

Fore. No; St. Martins in the Fields. | | 

Val. Alas, poor Man; his Eyes are ſunk, and his Hands ſhri- 
vell'd; his Legs dwindPd, and his Back bow'd: Pray, pray, for 
a Metamorphoſis- Change thy Shape, and ſhake off Age ; get 


_ thee Medea's Kettle, and be boil'd a- new; come forth with lab'ring 


callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and Atlas Shoulders. Let Ta- 


liacotius trim the Calves of Twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pe- 


deſtals to ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the Face. Ha, 
ha, ha! That a Man ſhould have a Stomach to a Wedding Sup- 
per, when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid to his Fcet, ha, 
ha, ha. In | 

Fore. His Frenzy is very high. now, Mr. Scandal 

Scan. I believe it is a Spring-Tide. 


Fore. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe Matter 


Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with you about theſe 


things which he has utter'd ——His Sayings are very Myſterious 
and Hieroglyphical. 18 E | 
Le. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my Eyes ſo long? 
Jere. She's here, Sir. | 
Mrs. Fore. Now, Siſter. © 


_ © Frail. O Lord, what muſt I lay? 


Scan. Humour him, Madam, y all means. 
Val. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her ſhe comes, like Riches, 
Health, and Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtarving and aban- 


don d Wretch. 


Oh welcome, welcome. 

Frazl. How d'ye, Sir? Can I ſerve you? Pol 

Hal. Hark ye; I have a Secret to tell you Endymion 
and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Latmos, and we'll be 
"marry'd in the dead of Night. But ſay not a Word. Hymen 


| ſhall put his Torch into a Dark-Lanthorn, that it may be ſecret, 


and uno ſhall give her Peacock Poppy-water, that he may fold 
his Ogling Tail, and Argos's hundred Eyes be ſhut, ha? No Bo- 


- 
- 


Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall be done preſently. 1 


— 4 
Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy; come hither cloſer— 
that none may over- hear us, ——Feremy, I can tell you News; 
Angelica is turn d Nun, and I am turning Friar, and yet well m 
one another in ſpite of the Pop. Get me a Coul and Beads, that 

_ play my Part For ſhe'll meet me two Hours hence in Black 
and White, and a long Vail to cover the Project, and we won't 
fee one arothers Faces, 'till we have done ſomething to be aſham'd 
of, and then we'll bluſh once for all. LT _—_— 

Enter Tattle and Angelica. 

Zere. T'll take care, and | 

Val. Whiſper. | | rte 

Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Love to me, you ſpoil my 
Deſign, far I intend to make you my Confident. Is 

Tatt. But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch a Perſon ! 
and ſuch a Fortune on a Madman! / | 8 
# 3 of I never loy'd him *cill he was Mad; but don't tell any Bo- 

y ſo. 5 
Scan. How's this! Tattle making Love to Angelica 

Tatt. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me 
ado to tell your Ladyſhip how long I have been in Love with 
you but encourag'd by the Impoſſibility of Valentine's making 
any more Addreſſes to you, I have ventur'd to declare the very 
inmoft Paſſion of my Heart. Oh, Madam, look upon us both. 
There you ſce the Ruins of a poor decay'd Creature Here a 
compleat and lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all his 
ts Senſes in Perfection, Madam, and to all this, the moſt paſſionate 

over | 
Ang. O ſie for ſhame, hold your Tongue, a paſſionate Lover, 
and Five Senſes in Perfection! When you are as mad as Yalentzime, 
I'll believe you love me, and the maddeſt ſhall take me. 

Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's here? | N 

Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. [To Jeremy. 

Fere. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he ſhow'd, I 
can perſuade him. . | | — 

Lal. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? If they are, PII tell 
you what I think et away all the Company but Angelica, that 
I may diſcover my Deſign to her.. — - Whiſper, 

Scan. I will have diſcover'd ſomething of Tattle, that is 
of a piece with Mrs. Fraz/. He Courts Angelica, if we cou'd con- 
trive to couple em together Hark ye 9 

Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Couſin, he knows no Body. 


, 
— 


Fore: 


I have much 


ö 
_ »* Fore, But he knows more than any Body,. On Neice, he knows 
5 things paſt and to come, and all the profound Secrets of Time. 
7 Tatt. Look you, Mr. Fore/ight, it is not my way to make many 
Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much, But in ſhort, 
d'ye ſee, I will hold you a Hundred Pound now, that I know more 
Secrets then he. TR | | 
Fore. How! Icannot read that Knowledge in your Face, Mr. Tat- 
tle. Pray, what do you know? 
8 Tatt. Why, d'ye think I'Il tell you, Sir! Read it in my Face? 
| No, Sir, *tis written in my Heart. And ſafer there, Sir, than 
. Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, for no Fire can fetch it out. I 
am no Blab, Sir. h \ 
Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eaſily bring it about, 
They are welcome, and Pl! tell 'em ſo my ſelf. [To Scandal.] 
What, do you look ſtrange upon me? Thenl mult be plain. 
Coming up to them.] I am Truth, and hate an Old Acquaintance 
with a new Face. [ Scandal goes aſide with Jeremy. 
Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 
Val. You? Who are you? No, I hope not. 
Tatt. I am Fack Tattle, your Friend. 
Val. My Friend, what to do? I am no married Man, and thou 
canſt not lye with my Wife: I am very poor, and thou canſt 
i not borrow Mony of me: . Fhen what Employment haye I for a 


Friend. 


* 


= Tag. Hah! A good open Speaker, and not to be truſted with a 
ecret. | 
i Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 
lf Val. Oh very well. 
| Ang. Who am? + | 
Pal. You're a Woman, One to whom Heav'n gave Beauty, 
when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. You are the Reflection of Hea- 
ven in a Pond, and he that leaps at you is ſunk. You are all white, 
a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs Paper, when you firſt are Born; but 
77 are to be fcrawPd and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill. I 
now you; for I lov'd a Woman, and lov'd her ſo long, that 
I 1450 out a ſtrange thing : I found out what a Woman was 
od for. | | | 
82 att. Ay; prithee what's that? 
Val. Wh to keep a Secret. 
—giILod!. | 445 
Val. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho' ſhe ſhould 
tell, yet ſhe is not to be belie- T. | 


Tatt. 


i 
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Tatt. Hah! goo d in, faith, _ 
Val. I would have Mulick—Sing me the Song that I — 


Ss N 
Set by Mr. Finger. 


Tell thee, Charmion, could I Time retrieve, 
And could again begin to Love and Live, 
To you 1 ſhould my earlieſt Off ring give; 
I know my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew, 
But to be plain, I never hog way be true. 


For by our weak and weary „ Truth, I find, 

Love hates to center in a Point aſſign'd, 

But runs with Foy the Circle of the Mind. 
Then never let us chain what ſhould be free, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree, + 
Since Women love to change, and ſo do we. 


— 


No 2 for I am melancholy. 5 [ Walks muſing. 
e. I'll do't, Sir. Zo Scandal. 
"ow Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may OR out- 
ragious and do Miſchief. 
Fore. I will be directed by you. | 
Jere. to Frail. You'll meet, Madam, — Tl take care every A 


thing ſhall be ready. 
Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, haye what thou wilt, in 
ſhort, I will deny thee nothing. 
Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [T; o Angelica. 
Ang. No, I'll ſtay with him Mr Scandal will protect me. — | 
Mr. Tattle deſires you would give him leave to wait on you. 
Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now {he has ſaid that 
Madam, will you do me the Honour? 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tattle might have us d leſs Ceremony. 
Exeunt Fore. Mrs. Fore. Tatt. Frail. 
Scan. Jeremy, follow Tattle. [Exit Jere. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay till my Maid comes, and becauſe 
I had a mind o be rid of Mr. Tattle. 
Scan. Madam, I am very glad that TLovyer-heard a better Reaſon, 
which you gave to Mr. Tate; for his nn forc'd {in to 
| |  ACKNOW> 


3 | 


— 


— PR. 44 * 


a FP. 8]. - 8 
acknowledge a Kindneſs for Valentine, which you deny'd to all his 
Sutferings and my Sollicitations. So III leave him to make uſe of 
che Diſcovery; and your Ladyſhip to the free Confeſſion of your 
Inclinations. | | | Me | 
An. Oh Heav'ns! You won't leave me alone with a Madman? 

Scan. No, Madam; I only leave a Madman to his Remedy. 

: | [ Exit Scan. 

Val. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for I fancy I 
begin to come to my elf, . 

Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. Aſide. 

Hal. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; Gods have 
been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame Reaſon; and the Divine 
Part of me, my Mind, has worn this Mask of Madneſs, and this 
motly Livery, only as the Slave of Love, and menial Creature of 
your Beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine 

Val. Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another, Hypocriſie 
apart, The Comedy draws toward an end, and let us think of 

leaving Acting, and be our ſelves; and ſince you have loy'd me, 

you muſt own, I have at length defery'd you thould confels it. 

Ang. Sighs.) I would I had lov'd you for Heaven knows 
I pity you; and could I have foreſeen the bad Effects, I would have 
ſtriven; but that's too late. [Hehs. 

Val. What fad Effects: What's too late? My ſeeming Mad- 
neſs as deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me Jime to think of 
Means to reconcile me to him, and preſerve the Right of my Inhe- 
ritance to his Eſtate; which otherwile by Articles I muſt this mor- 
ning have reſign'd: And this I had inform'd you of to Day, but 
you were gone, before I knew you had been here. 

Ang. How ! I thought your Love of me had caus'd this Tranſ- 
port in your Soul; which it ſeems you only counterfeited, for by 
- mercenary Ends, and ſordid Intereſt. 

Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any Intereſt was con- 
ſidered, it was yours; ſince I thought I wanted more than Love, 
to make me worthy of you. F ed 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary But how am I de- 
luded by this Intcryal ot Senſe, to reaſon with a Madman? 

Vat. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 

5 TE Enter Jeremy. 8 © | 

Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature——lſure he will not have 
the Impudence to perſeyere——Come, Jeremy, acknowledge your 
Trick, and confeſs your Maſter's Madneſs counterfeit. 


Jere. : 


% 


ed; 
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© | | | 
Fere. Counterfeit, 3 maintain him to be as abſolute- | 


ly and ſubſtantially mad, as any Freeholder in Bethlehem; nay, 
he's as mad as any Projector, Fanatick, Chymiſt, Lover, or Poet 
in Europe. d e e „ 
Val. Sirrah, you lie; I am not mad. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. 


Fere. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any Madman mad 


enough to on it? | | oh 
Hal. Sot, can't you apprehend ? 
Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 
ere. Yes, Madam z he has Interyals: But 
look wild again now. Fog C11 5h A eros ade A 
Val. Why you thick'd-skull'd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce is 
done, and I will be Mad no longer. B [ Beats him. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, Is he mad, or no, Jeremy? 3 
Fere. Partly, I think for he does not know his Mind two 
Hours 'm ſure I left him juſt now in a Humour to be mad, 
* I think I have not found him very quiet at this preſent. Who's 
there? "xg a HEL a 
Val. Go ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can move your 
Mirth, tho' not your Compaſſion. Il [Exit Jeremy. 
Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenſion enough to be ex- 
ceptious : But Madmen ſhew chemſelyes moſt, 7 over-pretending 
to a ſound Underſtanding, as Drunken Men do by over- acting 
Sobriety; I was half inclining to believe you, till I accidentally 


touch'd upon your tender Part: But now you have reſtor'd me to 


my former Opinion and Compaſſion. H 
Enter Jeremy. _ 


Jere. Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any hetter 4 


et Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 


pay for the Confeſſion of my Senſes; I'm mad, and will be mad 


to every Body but this Lady. 2 2 
Fere. So ]uſt the very backſide of Truth But Lying is 
a4 Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateſt part of my Conver- 


ſation Madam, your Ladyſhip's Woman. [Goes to the Door. 


25 Euer Jenny. _ 
Ang. Well, have you been there? Come hither. 
Jenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait 1 


Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 


4 
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tainty? Uncertainty and Expectation are the Joys of Life. Secu- 
_ rity is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking and poſſeſſing of a-Wiſh 
diſcovers the Folly of the Chaſe, Never let us know one another 
better; for the Pleaſure of a Mafquerade is done, when we come 
ro ſhew Faces: But I'll tell you two things before I leave you; I 
am not the Fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 
know it. | [ Exit Ang. and Jenny. 

Hal. From a Riddle you can expect nothing but a Riddle. 

There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral of my Leſſon. 
| Re-enter Jeremy. _ 

Fere. What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? J hope you under- 
foot one another before ſhe went? | 

Val. Underſtood! ſhe is harder to be underſtood than a Piece 
of e Ur Antiquity, or an Jriſb Manuſcript, you may pore 
till you ſpoil your Eyes, and not improve your Knowledge. 

Fere. I have heard *em ſay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew Books 
backwards; may be you begin to read at the wrong End. 

Vul. They ſay ſo of a Witches Prayer, and Dreams and Dutch 
Almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. But there's Regu- 
larity and Method in that; ſhe is a Medal without a Reverſo or 
Inſcription; for Indifterence has both Sides alike. Yet while ſhe 
does not ſeem to hate me, I will purſue her, and know her if it be 
poſſible, in ſpight of the Opinion of my Satyrical Friend, Scandal, 


who ſays, 
[hat Women are like Tricks by Slight of Hand, 
Which, to admire, we ſhould not underſtand. [Exeunt. 
The End of the Fourth Ad. 
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V. SGENE E 
4 Roow'in Forefight's Houſe. | 


Enter Angelica and Jenny. 


Ang. HERE is Sir Sampſon? Did you not tell me, he 
. . would be here before me? wh 
Jenn. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining-Room, Madam, 
"ſetting his Cravat and Wig ' | 
. . Ang 
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Ane How ! I'm glad on't— if he has a Mind I ſhould 


like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more than half my 
Deſign. | * 
Fenny. J hear him, Madam. 8 


Ang. Leave me; and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhould come or ſend, 


[ am not to be ſpoken witn. Exit Jenny. 
N Enter Sir Sampſon. | * 

Sir Samp. I have not been honour'd with the Commands of a 
fair Lady a great while — Odd, Madam, you have reviy'd 
me Not ſince I was Five and Thirty. Ke 

Ang. Why, you have no great reaſon to complain, Sir Sampſon, 
that is not long ago. | A an 

Sir Samp. Looks, but it is, Madam, a very great while, to a 
Man that admires a Fine Woman as much as I do. | 

Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. my 
Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Odsbud you wrong me; I am 
not ſo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only a Man of Words: 
Odd, I have warm Blood about me yet, and can ſerve a Lady a- 
ny way———Come, come, let me tell you, you Women think a 
Man old too ſoon, Faith and Troth you do——Come, don't de- 


ſpiſe Fifty; odd Fifty, in a hale Conſtitution, ; is no ſuch con- 


temptible Age. , 3 
Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, a very faſhionable 


Age, I think I affure you, I know very conſiderable Beaus, 
oy: Fifty! I have ſeen Fifty in a Side- 


that ſet a good Face, upon Fi | 
Box by Candle-light 6ut-blofſom Five and Twenty 

Sir Samp. O Pox, Outſides, Outſides; a pize take em, meer 
Outſides: Hang your Side-Box Beaus; no, Fm none of thoſe, 
none of your forc'd Trees, that pretend to Blofſom in the Fall, 


and Bud when they ſhould bring forth Fruit: I am of a long ty 0 a 
Race, and inherit Vigour, none of my Family married till 


ifty; 
yet they begot Sons and Daughters till Fourſcorce: I am of your 
Patriarchs, I, a Branch of one of your Antideluvian Families, Fel- 


lows that the Flood could not waſh away: Well, Madam, what 


are your Commands? Has any young Rogue affronted you, and 
ſhall I cut his Throat? or n 7 
Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my Hands 


I have more occaſion for your Conduct than your Courage at this 


time. To tell you the Truth, I'm weary of living ſingle, ane 


want a Husband. - 


Sir Samp. Odsbud, and tis pity you ſhould— Odd, wou'd the G 


f wou'd like me, then I ſhould 2 2 my young Rogues: Odd, 


* 


| | \ wou'd 


2 


* | | 
| | 
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wou'd ſhe wou'd; Faith and Troth ſhe's deviliſh Handſom. [ A/ide. 
Madam, you deſerve a good Husband, 'and*twere a pity you ſhould 
- be thrown away upon any of theſe young idle Rogues about the 
Town. Odd, there's ne'cr a young Fellow worth hanging, 
that is a very young Fellow———Pize on 'em, they never think be- 
forchand of any thing; And if they commit Matrimony, tis 
as they commit Murder, out of a Frolick: And are ready to hang 
themſelvcs, or to be hang'd by the Law, the next Morning: 
Odſo, have a care, Madam. 255 
Ang. Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampſon: I have For- 
tune enough to make any Man eaſie that I can like; if there were 
ſuch a thing as a young agreeable Man, with a reaſonable Stock of 
good Nature and Senſe For I would neither haye an abſolute 
Wit, nor a Fool. 1557 1 9 8 
Sir damp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to find a young 
Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own Eye, nor a Fool in the 
Eye of the World, is a very hard Task. But, Faith and Troth, 
you ſpeak very diſcreetly; for I hate both a Wit and a Fool. 
- Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Samp/on, commits the Re- 
putation of her Honeſty or Underſtanding to the Cenſure of the 
World: And ſhe that marries a very witty Man, ſubmits both to 
the Severity and inſolent Conduct of her Husband, I ſhould like 
4 Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch an one in 
my Power; but I would no more be his Wife than his Enemy. 
For his Malice is not a more terrible Conſequence of his Averſion, 
than lus Jealouſie is of his Love. | | |; 
Sir Samp.. None of old Fore/ight's Silt ever utter'd ſuch a 
Truth. Odsbud; you have won my Heart: I hate a Wit; I had 
a Son that was ſpoil'd among 'em; a good hopeful Lad, till he 
learn'd to be a Wit And might have riſen in the State———— 
But, a Pox on't, his Wit run him out of his Mony, and now his 
Poverty has run him out of his Wits. {ER 
Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, you are very 
much abus'd in that matter; he's no more mad than you are. 
Sir Samp. How, Madam! Would I could prove it. 
Ang. I can tell you how that may be done hut it is a 
thing that would make me appear to be too much concern'd in 


your Affairs. 8 | | 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, I believe ſhe likes me [ Aſide, | — 
Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid at your 
Feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they ſtood in a better Poſture, that I 

might make a more becoming Offer to a Lady of your incompara- 
5 SN I, . | ble. 


fel 


ble Beauty and Merit.—If I had Peru :one Hand, 2 Mexico 
in Cother, and the Eaſtern Empire under my Feet, it would make 
me only a more glorious: Victim to be offer'd at the Shrine of Four 
Beauty. 
45 Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the matter? 
Sir Famp. Odd, Madam, I love you 255 if you would take 
my Advice in a Husband 


* 


Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. I ask'd your Advice for a "oY 
band, and you are giving me your Conſent Il was indeed 


thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in Joſt to ſatisfie you about 


Valentine: For if a Match were ſeeming] 1 carried on between you 


and me, it would oblige him to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs, 
in apprehenſion of loſing me: E or you know * has long pre- 
tended a Paſſion for me. 


Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivance II 


we were to go throw with it. But why muſt the Match only be 
ſeemingly carried on? Odd, let it be a real Contract. 

Ang. O he, Sir Sampſon, what would the World ſay? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would oy you were a wiſe Woman, and I 
a happy Man. Odd, Madam, 
leave you a good Jointure when I die. 

Ang. Ay; but that is not in your Power, Sir Sampſon ; for when 
Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his Senſes, he muſt make over his 
Inheritance to his younger Brother, 

Sir Camp. Odd, you're cunning, a wary Baggage! Faith and 
Troth I like you the better But, I warrant you, I have a 
Proviſo in the Obligation in Favour of my ſelf— Body o' me, 
I have a Trick to turn the Settlement upon the Iſſue Male of our 


two Bodies begotten. Odsbud, let us find Children, and Pll find 


an Eſtate. | 
Ang. Will you? — do you find the Eſtate, 420 Jars the 


Cother to me- 


Sir Samp. O Rogue! But Tl truſt you. And will you conſent? 


Is it a Match then? 
Ang. Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Obligation: 3 


and if I find what you propoſe ib PI Ee yoy my An- 


ſwer. 
Sir Samp. With all my Heart; 
lend you the Bond, 


Come in | with me, and III 


Handſom: Faith and Troth you're very Handſom, and I'm ve- 


; , | | 

A | a . 
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love you as long as I live; and 


You ſhall conſult your Lawyer, and Pll 
conſult a Parſon, Odzooks I'm a young Man: Odzooks P'ma, 
young Man, and I'Il make it appear Odd, you're deviliſh Treg 


* 
- 
_ 
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ry Young, and very Luſty Odsbud, Huſſy, you know 


how to chuſe, and ſo do I, ——— Odd, I think we are very well 
met; Give me your Hand, Odd let me kiſs it; *cis as warm 
and as ſoft as what? Odd, as t'other Hand ive 
me other Hand, and I'll mumble *em, and kifs cm till they melt 
in my Mouth. 5 
Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon— -You're profuſe of your Vigor 


before your time: You'll ſpend your Eſtate before you come to it. 

Sir Famp. No, no, only give you a Rent-roll of my Poſſeſſi- 
ons — Ah! Baggage I warrant you; for little Sampſon : 
Odd, Sampſon's a very good Name for an able Fellow: Your 
Sampſons were ſtrong Dogs from the Beginning. 

Arg. Have a care, and don't over- act your Part If you 
remember, the ſtrongeſt Sampſon of your Name pulPd an old Houſe 
over his Head at laſt. D 1 


Sir Samp. Say you ſo, Huſly ? Come, let's go then; Odd, 
I long to' be pulling down too, come away Odſo, here's ſome 
Body coming. | [ Exeunt. 


: Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 
Tati. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 
a7 Fere. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juit going to the Place of Appointment. 
Ab, Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe in this Buſineſs, you'll 
certainly be the Death of a Perſon that has a moſt extraordinary 
Paſſion for your Honour's Service. Fs 
Ta, Ay, who's that? 
Fere. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir Str, I have had an Ap- 
petite to be fed with your Commands a great while; —— And 
now, Sir, my former Maſter having much troubled the Fountain 
of his Underſtanding, it is a very plauſible Occaſion for me to 
quench my Thirſt at the Spring of your Bounty I thought 1 
could not recommend my {ſelf better to you, Sir, than by the de- 
livery of a great Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whom I 
have heard you ſigh for. ; ö 
Zart. I'll make thy Fortune; ſay no more Thou art a-pret- 
ty Fellow, and can'ſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady in a pretty ſoft 
kind of Phraſe, and with a good perſuading Accent. | 
Fere. Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory in my 
Head =I have been at Cambridge. | 
- Tatt. Ay; tis well enough for a Servant to be bred at an Uni- 
_ verſity: But the Education is a little too Pedantick for a Gentle- 
man. I hope you are ſecret in your Nature, private, cloſe, ha? © 
| * 5 wp I ; | k * — 


Fere. 


— 


— 


1 * * | 


ere. O Sir, for that, Sir, *tis my chief Talent; I'm as ſacred 2s 


the Head of Nilus. | 
Tatt. Hye? Who's he, tho'? A Privy-Counſellor: ? 


FJere. O Ignorance! [| a/ide. | A cunning © Zigyprian, Sir, that 
with his Arms would over- run the Country, yet no body could e- 


ver find out his Head-Quarters. 


Tatt. Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant him 
The Time draws nigh, Feremy. Angelica will be veil'd like a Nun; 
and I muſt be hooded like a Friar; ha, Feremy? | 


Jere. Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt ſight updn 


the Quarry. It is the Whim of my Maſter's Madneſs to be fo 
dreſs'd; and he is fo in Love with him, ſhe'll comply with any 
thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady, Tm ſure ſhe'll have oak 

for me, when the finds what a happy Exchange ſhe has made, be- 
tween a Madman and ſo Accompliſh'd a Gentleman. 


Tatt. Ay Faith, fo ſhe will, Zeremy: You're a good Friend to 


her, poor Creature I ſwear I do it hardly ſo much in Conſide- 


pay of my ſelf, as Compaſſion to her. 
'Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Woman with 


Thirty Thouſand Pound, from throwing her ſelf away. | 
Tatt. So 'tis, faith I might have ſav d ſeveral others in my 


time; but I Gad I could never find in my Heart to Marry ny bo- 
dy before. 


ere. Well, Sir, TI go and tell her my Maſter's coming; and 


meet 2 in half a quarter of an Hour, with your Diſguife, at your 


oven 
the Tone of your Voice. 
Tatt. No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit- 


for you. 
E uter Mis. 


Ill be be ready 


Miſs. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I'm glad I have found you; 


I haye been looking up and down for you like any thing, till Im 


as tired as any thing in the World. | 
Tatt. O Pox how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh Girl? Al de. 
Miſs. O] have pure News, I can tell you pure News—Lmuſt 
not marry the Seaman now my Father ſays ſo. Why won't you 


be my Husband? You ſay you love me, and you won't be my Huſ- 


band. And I know you may be my Husband now if you pleaſe. 
Tatt. O fie, Miſs: Who told . ſo, Child? _-_ 
Miſs. Why, my Father I told him that you loy'd me: 
Tatt. O fie, Miſs; 01 did you do ſo? And Sho told 22 oj 


Child? | | 8 | 
Js be | FI ++ Miſe: 1 
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on to pray 


odgings. You mult talk a little madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſn 


5 La 


Miſs. Who I Why you did; did not you? 


Ly 


Tatt. O Pox, that was Yeſterday, Miſs; that was a great while 
ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept a whole Night, and 
did not ſo much as dream of the matter. 3 * 

. Miſs. Pſhaw, O but I dream'd that it was fo tho”. | 

Tatt. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams come by 
Contraries, Child-—O fie; what, we muſt not love one another 


now———Pſhaw, that would be a fooliſh thing indeed Fie, fie, 
you are a Woman now, and muſt think of a new Man every 
Morning, and forget him every Night No, no, to marry 1s 
to be a Child again, and play with the ſame Rattle always: O fie, 
.- Marrying is a paw thing. * | ES g 
Mzfs. Well, but don't you love me as well as you did laſt · Night 


"hen? F.. | 


Tatt. No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
Miß. No? Yes but I would tho'. 
Tatt. Plhaw, but I tell you, you would not Lou forget 
you're a Woman, and don't know your own Mind. : 
Miß. But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. A 
. 3 Enter Foreſight. kr 
Fore. O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a cloſe Man; but 
methinks your Love to my Daughter was a Secret I might have 
bsen truſted with. Or had you a mind to try if I could diſcover 
1* by my Art——hum, ha! I think there is ſomething in your 
Phyſiognomy, that has a Reſemblance of her; and the Girl is like 
me; . l $4 2 | — 
Tatt. And fo you would infer, that you and I are alike hat 
does the old Prig mean? I'll banter him, and laugh at him, and 
leave him. [| aide. | I fancy you have a wrong Notion of Faces. 
Fore. How? What? A wrong Notion! How ſo? 
Tat. In the way of Art: I have ſome taking Features, not ob- 
- vious to Vulgar Eyes, that are Indications of a ſudden turn of good 
Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; and Promiſe of great Beauty 
and great Fortune refery'd alone for me, by a private Intrigue of 
- Deſtiny, kept ſecret from the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity; from all 
Aſtrologers, and the Stars themſelves. 
"_— How! I will make it appear, that what you ſay is impoſ- 
üble. Ex | | 
Tatt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm. in haſte 
Fiore. For what? | E a 
Tat. To be married, Sir, married. | bp 
Fiore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, Sir 


- «% 
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Tatt. No, Sir tis to be done privetnny I never make Con- 
fidents. 

Fore. Well; but my Conſent I mean- 
Daughter without my Confent? 

Tatt. Who I, Sir? Pm an abſolute Stranger to you and your 
Daughter, Sir. 

Fore, Hey day! What time of the Moon is this? 

Tart. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue ſo. I have no more 
Love for your Daughter, than I have Likeneſs of you; and I have 
a Secret in my Heart, which you would be glad to know, and 
ſhan't know; and yet you ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't af- 
terwards. I'd — you to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the 
Stars, and as ſecret as the Night. And Im going to be married 
juſt now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; and the Lady 
ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet There's a Myſtery 
for You, I know you love to untie Difficulties Or if you 
can't ſolye this, ſtay here a aer of an Hur, and I'll come and 


explain it to you. —_ 7-774 
Miſs. O Father, why will you let him go? Won't you make 


him to be my Husbagd? 
Fore. Mercy onus, what do theſe Lunacics portend? Alas! he's 


mad, Child, ſtark wild. | 
"M/s. What, and muſt not I have &'er a Husband 2 ? What, 
muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child as long as he's 
an Old Woman? Indeed but I won't: For now my Mind is: 
upon a Man, I will have a Man ſome way or other. Oh 1 
I'm ſick when I think of a Man; and if I can't have one, I would 
go to ſleep all my Life: For when I'm awake, it makes me wiſh 
and long, and T don't know for what And I'd rather be al- 


ways aſſeep, than ſick with Thinking. 
fore O fearful! I think the Girl's influenc'd r00,———Huſlic, 


you ſhall have a Rod. 

Miſs. A Fiddle of a Rod, PI have a Husband; and if you won't 
get me one, Þ'll get one for my ſelf: Pll marry our Robben the But- 
tler, he ſays he loves me, and he's a Handſom Man, and ſhall be 
my Husband: I warrant he'll be my Husband and thank me 190, 
for he told me ſo. ; 

Enter Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, and Nurſe. | 

Fore. Did he ſo I'll diſpatch him for'c preſently; Rogue! 
Oh, Nurſe, come hither. . 

Nurſe. What is your Worſhip's Pleaſure: ? 

Fore. Here take your Young W and lock her up prof | 

Bi 12; 


You won't marry my - 


\ 
\ 


N 


— 


1 r 
ſy, till farther Orders from me Not a Word, Huſſie Do 
- what I bid you, no Reply, away. And bid Kobbzn make ready 
to give an Account of his Plate and Linnen, on hear, begone 


when I bid you. biel Ex. Nurſe and Miſs. 
Mrs. Fore. What's the matter, Husband ? | 
Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you now— Mr. Scandal, 

Heav'n keep us all in our Senſes — fear there is a contagious 


Frenzy abroad. How does Valentine 7 | x 

Scan. O hope he will do well again I have a Meſlage from 
him to your Niece Angelica. 

Fore. I think ſhe has not return'd, ſince ſhe went abroad with 
Sir Sampſon. 
| Enter Ben. 72 
Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his Father be 
come home. , 
Ben. Who, Father? ay, he's come home with a Vengeance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the Matter? | N 

Ben. Matter! Why he's mad. 

Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the Handſom Young Woman, ſhe, as they fay, 
Brother Fal. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I think. 
Fiore. O my poor Niece, my poor Niece, is ſhe gone too? Well, 

I ſhall run mad next. 3 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 

Ben Nay, ITIl give you leave to gueſs I'll undertake to make 
a Voyage to Antegoa No, hold, I mayn't ſay fo neither 
But Pl! fail as far as Zegorn, and back again, before you ſhall gueſs 
at the matter, and do nothing elſe; Meſs, you may take in all the 
Points of the Compaſs, and not hit right. 
e Fore. Vour Experiment will take up a little too much 
Time. . 

Ben. Why then Pl! tell you, There's a new Wedding upon the 
Stocks; and they two are a going to be married to rights. 

Scan. Who? 435 

Ben. Why Father, and the Young Woman. I can't hit of 
her Name. . 

Scan. Angelica? | 

2 Ay, the — 1 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica, impoſlible ! 

Ben. That may be——but I'm ſure it is as I tell you. 

Scan. S' death it's a Jeſt, I can't believe it 8 | 
Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether you be- 

52 lieve 


[ 73 | 
lieve it or no. What I ſay is true; d'ye ſee, th 


juſt going to be married, I know not which. | 
Fore, Well, but they are hot mad, that is, not Lunatick ? 


Ben. I don't know what you may call Madneſs But ſhe's mad 
for a Husband, and he's Horn- mad, I think, or they'd ne'er make 


a Match together Here they come. 
Enter Fir Sampſon, Angelica, with Buckram. 
Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer? This Uncle of mine 
Elect? A ha, Old Foreſghit, Uncle Forefzght, wilh me Joy, Uncle 
Forefzhr, double Joy, both as Uncle and Aſtrologer; here's a 
Conjun&tion that was not: foretold in all your Ephemeris — 
The brighteſt Star in the blue Firmament ——— 1s ſhot from a- 
bove, in a Jelly of Love, and fo forth; and Pm Lord of the Aſcen- 


— 


dant. Odd, you're an Old Fellow, Foreſight; Uncle, I mean, a 


very Old Fellow, Uncle Foreſight; and yet you ſhall live to dance 
ar my Wedding; Faith and Troth you ſhall. - Odd, we'll have 
the Muſick of the Spheres for thee, Old Zz/y, that we will, and 
thou ſhalt lead up a Dance in Via Lactea. | 


Fore. Im Thunder-ſtruck! You are not married to my Niece? - - 


Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but very near it, 
within a Kiſs of the matter, as you ſee. _ [| Kiſſes Ang. 
Ane. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be my Father, 


and give me. | 
Sir Sap. That he ſhall, or Pll burn his Globes Body o' me, 


he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy Father, and thou ſhalt 


make me a Father, and I'll make thee a Mother, and we'll beget 


Sons and Daughters enough to put the Weekly Bills out of Coun- 


tenance. | 
Scan. Death and Hell! Where's Valentine? [Exit Scan. 
Mrs. Fore. This is fo ſurprizing $: 


Sir Samp. How! What does my Aunt on Surprizing, Aunt? 


Not at all, for a young Couple to make a Match in Winter? Not 
 atall!——— It's a Plot to undermine Cold Weather, and deſtroy 
that Uſurper of a Bed calPd a Warming-Pan. | 

Mrs. Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire in you, 


Sir Sampſon. 
Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better than Tinder; may-hap 


it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome Body elſe. "The 


Young | Woman's a Handſom Young Woman, I can't deny it: 
But Father, if I might be your Pilot in this Caſe, you ſhould not 

marry her. It's juſt the ſame thing, as if ſo be you ſhould Sail ſo 
far as the Htraights without Proviſion. $4 


1 Sir damp. © 


ey are married, or 


1 
. 
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Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah? To your E- 
lement, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to Sea, rule your Helm, Sirrah, 
don't direct me. os oy; 
Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, or you 
mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy. 5 : 
Sir Jamp. Why, you impudent Tarpawlin! Sirrah, do you 
bring your Fore-caſtle Jeſts upon your Father? But I ſhall be even 
with you, I won't give you a Groat. Mr. Buckram, is the Con- 
veyance ſo worded, that nothing can poſlibly deſcend to this 
Scoundrel ? I would not ſo much as have him have the Proſpect 
of an Eſtate, tho* there were no way to come to it, but by the 
North-Eaſt Paſſage. | 
Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; there is 
not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopp'd. 
Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and Leak un- 
ſtopp'd in your Conſcience- If ſo be that one had a Pump 
to your Boſom, I believe we ſhould diſcover a foul Hold. They 
ſay a Witch will ſail in a Sieve But I believe the Devil would 
not venture abroad o your Conſcience. And that's for you. 
Sir Hamp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, who's there? 
| | Enter Tattle and Frail. 
Frail. O, Sir, the moſt unlucky Accident! 
Mrs. Fore. What's the matter ? | 
Tatt. O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Creatures in the World 


we are. | 
Fore. Bleſs us! How ſo? 


_ Frail. Ah, Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and I are —] 
can't ſpeak it out. | by 


Frail. Married. 
Mrs. Fore. Married! How? 

Tatt. Suddenly before we know where we were that 
Villain Jeremy, by the help of Diſguiſes, trick'd us into one a- 


Tatt. Nor I- But poor Mrs. Frail and I are- 


nother. | : | 
Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in haſte to 
be married. | 
W But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to me, I thank 
im. — Jus 
Tatt. I did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, my Intentions were 
good But this is the moſt cruel thing, to marry one does not 


know how, nor why, nor whercfore The Devil take me 
if ever I was ſo much concern'd at any thing in my Life. 


Ang. 


— 


— 


, 
— 
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Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one another. | 
Tatt. The leaſt in the World ——— That is for my Part, I 
ſpeak for my ſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt thought of ſerious 
Kindneſs I never lik'd any Body leſs in my Life. Poor Woman! 
Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for I have no reaſon to hate her neither; 

but I believe! ſhall lead her a damn'd ſort of a Life. 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no Hueband at all tho he's 
a Coxcomb. . 

Frail. 20 her.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe—— Nay, for my | 
part I always deſpis'd Mr. Tartle of all things; nothing but his be- 
ing my Husband could have made me like him leſs. 

Tatt. Look you there, I thought as much ———Pox ont, I 
with we could keep it ſecret, why I don't believe any of this Com- 
pany would ſpeak of it. 

rail. But, my Dear, that's impoſſible ; the Parſon and that 
Rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tatt. Ay, my Dear, ſo they will, as you fay. wg: 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; Cuſtom will 
make it eaſie to you. | 

Tatt. Eaſie! Pox on't, I don't pdlivig I hall Sleep to Night. 

Sir Samp. Sleep Quotha ! No, why you would not Sleep o' your 
Wedding Night? I'm an older Fellow than you, and don't mean 
to Slee 

Ben. "Why there's another Match now, as tho'f a couple of Pri- 
vateers were looking for-a Prize, and ſhould fall foul of one ano- 
ther. I'm ſorry for the Voung Man with all my Heart. Look you, 
Friend, if I may adviſe you, when ſhe's going, for that you muſt 
expect, I have Experience of her, when ſhe's going, let her 8. 
For no Matrimony 1s tough —_ to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable, I can tell 
you that. Who's here? the Madman? 

Enter Valentine 4reſs'd, Scandal and Jeremy. 

Val. No, here's the Fool; and if ograſion be, PII give it under 
my Hand. | 

Sir Samp. How now? 

Lal. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my. Errors; and ask your 
Pardon. 

Sir Samp. What. have you found your Senſes at laſt then? In 
good time, Sir. 

Val. You were abus'd, Sir, I never was diſtracted. 

Fore. How! Not Mad! Mr. Scandal? - 

Scan, No really, Sir; I'm his Witneſs, it was all Counterfeit. i 

Va | 


5 „ N 
Val. I thought I had Reafons—— But it was a poor Contri- 
yance, the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. * . 
Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat your Fa- 
ther! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper? HY thr at} 
Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endeavour'd to 
undo the Son, it was a reaſonable return of Nature. 
Sir Samp. Very good, Sir ——— Mr. Buckram, are you rea- 
dy? Come, Sir, will you Sign and Seca]? N by 
Hal. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this Lady one 
Queſtion. | 5 | 
Sir Samp. Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt; that Lady, no, Sir; 
you ſhall ask that Lady no Queſtions, till you have ask'd her 
Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wife. | nn 
- Pal. I have heard as much, Sir; but I would have it from her 
own Mouth. of ; 
Sir Samp. That's as much as to ſay I lie, Sir, and you don't be- 
lieve what I ſay. | | SY 
Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately counter- 
- feited Madneſs; I don't know but the Frolick may go round. 
Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfie him, anſwer him; 
Come, come, Mr: Buckram, the Pen and Ink. | 
Buck. Here it is, Sir, vith the Deed, all is ready. 
; RN. | Val. goes to Ang. 
Ang. Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love to me; 
nay, what if you were ſincere? Still you muſt Pardon me, if I 
think my own Inclinations have a better Right to diſpoſe of my 
Perſon, than yours. «> 
Sir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? | 
Val. Yes, Sir. | | 1 
Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? And your Contrivance now, 
Sir? Will you Sign, Sir? Come, will you Sign and Scal? | 
Val. With all my Heart, Sir. AN. 
Sean. Sdeath, you are not Mad indeed, to ruin your ſelf? 
Val. I have been diſappointed of my only Hope; and he that 
loſes Hope may part with any thing. I never valu'd Fortune, but 
as it was ſubſervient to my Pleaſure; and my only Pleaſure was to 
pleaſe this Lady: I have made many vain Attemps, and find at laſt 
that nothing but my Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, 
Iwill Sign to Give me the Paper 1 
Ang. Generous LValentine! © 1 | | 
Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. 8 r 
Val. But where is the Bond, by which I am oblig'd to Sign this? 
6 223 Buck. 
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- Buck. Sir Sampſon, you have it. 


Ang. No, I have it; and I'll uſe it, as I would every thin that 


is an Enemy to Valentine. [Tears the Paper. 
Sir Samp. How now! | 
Fal. Ha! 


Ang. Had I the World to give you, it could not make me wor- 
thy of ſo generous and faithful a, Paſſion: Here's my Hand, my 
Heart was always yours, and ſtruggld very hard to make this ut- 


[To Val. 


moſt Trial of your Virtue. 
But on 


Val. Between Pleaſure and Amazement I am loft 
my Knees I take the Bleſſing. 
Sir Samp. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 
Ben. Meſs here's the Wind chang'd again. Father, you and I 
may make a Voyage together now. _ n 

Ang. Well, Sir Sampſon, ſince I have plaid you a Trick, I'll 
adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch another. Learn to be a good 
Father, or you 
Son, and hated your unforgiving Nature. I was reſoly'd to try 
him to the utmoſt; I haye try'd you too, and know you both. 
You have not more Faults than he has Virtues; and *tis hardly 
more Pleaſure to me, that I can make him and my ſelf happy, than 
that I can punith you. ; 26x 

Val. If my Happineſs could receive Addition, this kind Sur- 
prize would make it double. T3 


Sir Samp. Oons you're a Crocodile. | 
Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Echpſe—— _ 
Sir Samp. You're an illiterate Fool, and I'm another, and the 
Stars are Liars; and if I had Breath enough, I'd curſe, them and 
ou, my ſelf and every Body——Oons, Cully'd, BubBFd, Jilted, 
Woman-bobb'd at laſt, I have not Patience. Kr Samp. 
- Tatt. If the Gentleman is in this Diſorder for want bf a Wife, 
I can ſpare him mine. Oh, are you there, Sir? I'm indebted to 
you for my Happineſs. 5 5 
ere. Sir, I ask. you Ten Thouſand Pardons, *cwas an errant 
Miſtake: —You ſee, Sir, my Maſter was neyer mad, nor any 
thing like it Then how could it be otherwiſe? 
Val. Tattle, I thank you; you would have interpoſed between 


* 


me and Heav'n, but Providence laid Purgatory in your way — 


You have but Juſtice. , 

Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon p 
Wedding; methinks*tis pity they ſhould not be employ*d when the 
Match is ſo much mended. Valentine, tho it be Morning, we may 


have a Dance. 


— 


never get a ſecond Wife. I always loy'd your 


[To Jere. - 


royided for * own | 


Val. 


—_ A. L 


—_ 
— 
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Pal. Any thing, my Friend, every thing that looks like Joy and 
Tranſport. & "V+ - $3 Heb 
- Scar. Call em, Jeremy. 8 Wt 
Ang. I have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and if that Cold- 
neſs which I have always worn before you, ſhould turn to an ex- 
tream Fondneſs, you muſt not ſuſpect it. 

Val. Vl prevent that Suſpicion For I intend to doat on at 
that immoderate rate, that your Fondneſs ſhall never diſtinguiſh it 
ſelf cnough to be taken notice of. If ever you ſeem to love too 


much, it muſt be only when I can't love enough. 


Ang. Have a care of Promiſes: You know you are apt to run 
more in Debt than you are able to pay. - : | 

Hal. Therefore J yield my. Body as your Priſoner, and make 
your beſt on't. | | 


- 


- Scan. The Mulick ſtays for you. [ Dance. 


Scan. Well, Madam, you have done Exemplary Juſtice, in pu- 
niſhing an inhuman Father, and rewarding a faithful Lover: But 
there is a third good Work, which I, in particular, muſt thank you 
for; I was an Infidel to your Sex, and you have converted me 
For now I am convinc'd that all Women are not like Fortune, 
blind in beſtowing Favours, either to thoſe who do not merit, or 
who do not want 'em. | 

Ang. *Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you lay upon our 
Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice, only to cover your own want of 
Merit. You would all have the Reward of Love, but few have 
the Cc ſtancy to ſtay till it becomes your due. Men are general- 
ly Hypocrites and Infidels, they pretend to Worſhip, but have nei- 
ther Zeal Faith: How few, like Valentine, would perſevere e- 
ven untoMartyrdom, and ſacrifice their Intereſt to their Conſtan- 
cy! In ads me, you miſplace the Novelty. 


The Miracle to Day is, that we find 
A Lover true: Not that a Woman's kind. 


Exeunt Omnes. 


